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Preface 


A devoted spiritual friend told us there are books- 
revelations, books-treasures, books-~balms, books~ 


meals, books-~poisons, books-bombs. 


We propose to define this volume as a harmless dish, 
alight, and plain mental snack, aspiring to be helpful 
to travelers on Earth, whether in crossing difficulties 


or in constructive inguiry to choose directions. 


When finishing together the pages, in the text of 
which we  unpretentiously gathered some 
suggestions and lessons from everyday life, we had 
not the slightest concern for craftsmanship nor any 
attempt to impress through the handling of quotes. 


Here, the friendly reader will only find the desire to 
learn from everyone, in the exchange of ideas and 
feelings that restore our souls energies, in light 
agape, without delving deeply into the realities of 


life. 


When we refer to a brief meal of the values of the 
spirit, without further immersion in higher 
knowledge, someone could say that were ignoring 
Fsaus mistake, exchanging the rights of 
primogeniture with Jacob for a bowl] of lentils, a 
foolish attitude in an expert hunter like Abraham's 


grandson, perfectly capable of waiting for Rebekah's 
delicacies. 


It is up to us to formally declare that we do not 
disregard, in any way, the need for study and 
meditation in the face of the problems of the 


Universe, which compel us to deal with books of light. 


We, however, the disembodied companions, and 
debtors of the earthly multitude, tormented by the 
hunger for peace and enlightenment, we cannot 
forget that Jesus, before the exhausted and sick 
people, taught the truth but also multiplied bread. 


Brother X 
Uberaba, January 20, 1964. 


i= Mediumship 
On the verge of sleep, Adelino Saraiva prayed: 


Lord, why are people so indifferent to mediumship? 
Miracles appear, and wonders occur. 


Survival beyond death has been proven. 


For over a century, Lord, countless mediums have 
been born among men, delivering to the nations 
constant messages of eternal life. 


Why the gap between faith and science? 


Would it not be fair to force human power to 


SUYY ender 2 


Why postpone the standardization of mediumistic 
energy, through which the disembodied speak to 
people unequivocally, compelling them to recognize 
life beyond? Under the scrutiny of multiple minds, 
mediumship seems to fight itself... 


However, Lord, once it is controlled by earthly 
administration, it will indisputably provide 
mathematical demonstrations, asserting itself in 
irremovable certainties, just like radio and television. 


Saraiva went into a dream and, as if caught off guard, 


he recognized himself in an enormous city. 


He, a selfless medium, was still a medium; however, a 
strange fact was that he saw himself in a fancy cay, 
escorted by attentive advisors. He felt a sense of high 
status but was constrained by strict supervision. 


After a long journey through streets and squares, 
where he could observe the awe and admiration of 
people around him, he reached a superb palace 


where other mediums were waiting for him. 


He noticed that he and the others were dressed in 
luxurious clothes, according to their degree of 
authority. Golden yobes, pink sashes, silver halos, 
sy mbols, rings, amulets... 


Before the orders of a leader, they settled into seats to 
receive the word born on the Higher Planes. 


Nevertheless, he was surprised to notice that in such 
a spiritual center, where mediumship was revered 
and recognized, the attendees did not show respect 
for the spirits from Higher Spheres. 


The lessons and appeals from the Sublime 
Dimensions were pruned and grafted according to 
the convenience of the others. 


Generous and friendly spirits had to give way to 
cunning, vampires who inspired projects of 


exploitation and influence. 


They preserved God's name and the Gospel's custody 
in the captions of the illuminated meeting; the 
directors of the conclave, despite their apparent 
respect for the gifts of mediumship, twisted the 
revelations to suit their political interests. 


Finance and social prestige, luxury, and domination 
were at the forefront. Nobody cared about divine 
justice and human fraternity. 


That humanity should stay where it was, that people 
had been beasts of burden since the beginning of the 
world. Those who want to progress should do so. 


No spontaneous aid. Only the overbearing 8roup 
should be in charge. 


They talked in the name of Jesus, but there was no 
shortage of people there who referred to the Master's 
supposed failure. 


Not even Christ had escaped condemnation. 


No companion would be so foolish as to cause new 
crosses to be raised. [he spirit world existed, it was 
sure; however, no one should forget about a full 
pocket and table on Earth, even if it costs the sweat 


and blood of the neighbor. 


Adelino stood up, courageously, and protested 
vehemently. He explained that mediumship is an 


instrument of the Lord for the relief and instruction of 
all people. It should not be restricted or become an 
agent of dark syndicates, in this or that precious force 
of Nature, jugulated by the entrepreneurs of crime, 
and executors of death... 


Saraiva shouted, waved, explained, and was 
indignant, but in response, he was bound hand and 


foot and then thrown into the silence of the prison. 


He struggled, terrified, on the cold slab, surrounded 
by spiders and scorpions, when he woke up in bed, 
sweaty and disfigured, realizing that the experience 
had been nothing more than a nightmare... 


Saraiva sat down and reflected maturely. 


Soon afterward, as he prayed to give thanks for the 
lesson he had received, he saw Rogério, the spiritual 
friend who was assisting him in his daily tasks, and 
said to him in a good mood: 


~ Do you understand, my son? You find the attitude 
of the Higher Plan strange, leaving mediumship 
within everyones reach, often subject to the whims of 
each individual, although with the light of the 
Spiritist Doctrine shaping its script; yet, as long as the 
rulers of the world are not built on the merits of the 
spirit, if we dont want to be dynamite in the chariot 


of disturbance and violence, we have to suffer the 
scorn of the powerful and carry on like this. 


Qa Simple Fable 


When the diamond, already cut, approached the 
J pp 
precious stone coming out of the rough hill, it cried 


out angrily: 


-~What a shapeless thing! Roughness everywhere! 
What am! to make of such a miscarriage of Nature? 


And it strode with superiority over the rough stone. 


The poor thing, barely taken from the soil where it 
had slept for millennia, felt annoyed and tried to 
complain. Though, as it watched the clever, full of 
hope for the usefulness it could offer, it kept quiet. 


As the task finished, the worker received his wages 
and looked at it, overwhelmed with gratitude. 


The stone, intimately compensated, waited. 


The next day, the conical hammer came and 
mercilessly laughed at it, exclaiming: 


~ Rock nose, who would have the bad taste to perfect 
you? Why must I have the misfortune of entering into 
communion with you, cursed pebble? 


The suffering crystal was about to strike back, but 
seeing the worker, who would mobilize the masses 
against it, preferred to remain silent, patiently 
surrendering itself to the new operation. 


Then, knowing that the worker was happy with a 
substantial sum, it recognized that it had also been 
enriched. 


Later, the diamond dust appeared and shouted, 
ironically: 


~ Why the humiliation of working on that dull 
yellow stone? Who would have discovered this ugly, 
worthless pebble? 


The stone was about to reply, protesting; however, it 
noticed that the lapidary was staring at it with 
respect, and, in homage to that silent admirer of its 
beauty, it muted and allowed itself to be tortured. 


When the stonecutter collected his payment, it 
considered itself also well paid. 


Soon after, the polishing wheel arrived and spoke 
scathingly: 


~ This old carbon crystallization is unworthy of any 
treatment... 


What could come out of it? Why should I waste time 
on this deformation of the mine? 


The stone set out to clarify the situation. Yet, as it 
noticed the jubilant expectation of those who had 
identified its greatness, it sat down obediently and 


calmly endured all the insults hurled in its face until 


the polisher caressed it happily. 


Without realizing its value, the carved diamond, the 
hammer, the diamond dust, and the grinding wheel 
saw it in the workmans heart in triumph, remaining 
amazed and ignorant in the shadow of the dirty 


cutting cave in which their presence was justified. 


A few days later, the stone, converted into a superb 
sparkler, was set in the scepter of the governor of his 
native country and lived on, loved, and blessed under 


the worship of everyone. 


If you find yourself in the world, persons that have 
become a cruel diamond, a merciless hammer, an 
ironic dust, or a sarcastic millstone in your heart, bear 
them with patience, for the love of those who walk 
with you, and wait, without discouragement, 
because, one day, transformed your soul into a 
heavenly flash, you will come to the earthly cave to 
thank them for the demands and misfortunes with 
which they raised you to the glory of the heights! 


5—The Uncompromising Blacksmith 


Wewere discussing the problem of compassion when 
a former advisor approached us and told us a 


humorous story: 
~ I knew an interesting case in the Middle Ages. 


In a tiny village in the Old World that the centuries 
had already transformed, a young blacksmith fell in 
love with the rigor of justice. 


As a determinate political faction member, he 
considered anyone who didnt share his views as 
enemies he should fight. 


Atrabilious and sectarian, he imagined tough ways 
of perysecuting his opponents. Tolerance was a Brave 


offense for him. 


If someone didnt agree with him,he was 
marked with a dark spot. 


Willing to quarrel, despite his humble position, he 
knew how to complicate the situation for those he 
disliked, plotting intrigues against them. 


That's why, on one occasion, he sought out the judge 
who governed the commune with benevolence and 
fairness and proposed rebuilding the prison. The 
prison was falling apart. Any wrongdoer could easily 


escape. The flimsy bars gave in to the assault of 
anyone. The work of detention was impossible. The 


insult to the police had to be stopped. 


He thus offered to remedy the problem. He would 
give the cubicle a new look. 


The magistrate, an experienced and kind old man, 
observed: 


~ My son, justice must be exercised with love so that it 
doesnt turn into cruelty, for there comes a day when 


we must be justified, in our turn. 


But the young man insisted. The despised jail didn't 


deserve respect. 
He complained so much that he achieved his goal. 


When he received the grant to renovate the prison, 
he worked as much as possible. 


He gave the bars. He created a system of padlocks 
through which it was impossible to escape. 


In the center of the cramped enclosure, he raised a 
heavy iron column with laboriously crafted 
handcuffs, preventing the movement of anyone 
who was yoked to such a pillory. 


The idea was successful. The service proved sO 
efficient that the young craftsman was sought out by 


authorities from other places, and great prosperity 
opened its doors to him. The novelty brought him 


fame and fortune. 


For twenty years, and assisted by various workers, our 
ambitious friend manufactured prisons for numerous 


cities of his time. 


Lord of a vast material patrimony, he then moved 
from his provincial village to a large metropolis and, 
one night, supposing, he was defending himself, he 
committed a minor fault which his gratuitous 


enemies took upon themselves to solemnize. 
The former blacksmith was immediately arrested. 


When hewas imprisoned, he thought that his 
companions could help him escape, but, astonished, 
he recognized, by the mark of the irons, that he had 
been locked up in a prison of his own making, 
suffering a rigorous sentence which, starting by 
exhausting him, ended up inflicting death on him. 


Once the guick story was over, he stared at us 


expressively and concluded: 


~ Only compassion can save us, lifting us out of the 
abyss of our faults. Any extreme punishment we 
prescribe for others will be like the prison of the 


uncompromising, blacksmith. The snares we lay 


against our neighbor will inevitably be a scourge for 


our selves. 


Then, without giving us time to ask any questions, he 


smiled serenely and moved on. 


4 —~ Apprentices and nents 


Jonathan, Jesse, and Eliakim, employees of the 
Temple in Jerusalem, when passing through 
Capernaum, sought out Jesus in the simple home of 
Simon Peter. 


Welcomed by the Lord, they immediately got to 
talking. 


~Master ~ said the first - we know that Your word 
brings the Good News of the Kingdom of God to the 
world, and enthusiastic about Your conceptions, we 
pledge our unrestricted applause to Your ministry. 
Weaspire, Lord, to the position of Your disciples... 


Notwithstanding the obligations that bind us to the 
sacred Tabernacle of Israel, we yearn to serve You, 
accepting Your ideas and lessons, with which we will 
be pillars of Your cause in the city of the Chosen 
People. 


However, before we formalize our VOWS, We would 
like to heay from You about our conduct in the face of 


our enemies... 


~Messiah, we are harassed by terrible enemies in the 
Sanctuary. ~ Exclaimed the second. 


-~Enraptured by Your teachings, we would welcome 
Your guidance. 


~Son of God ~ asked the third ~ teach us how to act? 
Jesus meditated for a few moments and then replied: 


-First, it's fair to consider our adversaries as 
instructors. The enemy sees the shadow that our 
friend does not want to see and can help us to shed 


more light on our way. 


It falls to us, therefore, to tolerate their admonitions 
with nobility and serenity, just like iron, which, after 
patiently suffering the heat of the forge, still endures 
the blows of the mallet with humble dignity, to adapt 
to utility and beauty. 


The visitors looked at each other, perplexed, and 
Jonathan spoke again, asking: 


~Lord, what if we are insulted? 


~Lets embrace forgiveness and silence. - Said Jesus. - 
Many people who insult are victims of disturbance 


and sickness. 
~What if we are persecuted? ~ Asked Jesse. 


~Let's use prayer in favor of those who afflict us, so we 
dont fall into the dark level of ignorance they 
harbor. 


~Master, what if they hit us, punch us? ~ Asked 
Eliakim. 


~What should we do if violence demeans and 


confuses us? 


-Even so. ~ Said the gentle questioner. ~ Intimate 
peace must be our asylum and brotherly love our 
attitude. [he one who seeks to abuse his neighbor and 


tear him apart is mad and deserves compassion. 


~ Sir, - Jonathan insisted ~ what response can we offer 


to malice, slander, and perversity? 
Christ smiled and said: 


~The slanderer has the misfortune of descending to 
the condition of a worm, which feeds on the garbage 
of the world. 


The calumniator carries in his heart large doses of 
gall and poison that plague his life, and the perverse 
have the misfortune of falling into the traps they 


weave for others. 


Forgiveness is the only response they deserve, as they 


are unfortunate enough on their own. 


~And how should we react to those who persecute us? 


~ Asked J esse, worried. 


-~Those who persecute their neighbor have their 
spirits in the dense darkness and are more like the 
desperate blind man who attacks the phantoms of his 


imagination, throwing himself into the pit of 
suffering. 


For this reason, spiritual help is the best remedy for 


those who torment us... 


~And what punishment should be reserved for those 
who hurt our bodies, assaulting our pride? ~- Asked 
Eliakim in amazement. I'm talking about those who 
slash our faces and make our chests bleed... 


~He who strikes with the sword will also be struck 
with the sword until Pure Love reigns on Earth. ~ 


Explained the Master, without blinking. 


Anyone who surrenders to the suggestions of crime is 
a dangerous patient whom we must correct with 


reclusion and the necessary treatment. 


Blood does not erase blood, and evil does not rectify 


evil... 


Spreading His sweet, lucid gaze over the crowd, He 


continued: 


One must know how to love and educate the 
neighbor with the strength of his convictions and 
knowledge, so the Kingdom of God may spread 
throughout the world... 


The Good News of Salvation expects the saint to 


support the sinner, the healthy to help the sick, the 


victim to assist the executionev... 


For this to happen, unconditional forgiveness and 
forgetting of all offenses must ensure peace and the 


renewal of everything... 


Meanwhile, a sick child cried loudly inan adjoining 


yoo!n. 


The Master asked for a few moments to wait and went 
out to help it, but when He returned, to 
no avail sought He the presence of the excited and 


enthusiastic apprentices. 


Z t 
There was no one in Peter's moclest room. 


5 = The Gray Angel 


When Man needed to gain confidence in the infinite 
goodness of the Lord, several angels were sent to 


support him lovingly on Earth. 


When he was still very young, a Lirial Angel 
approached him and, using his mother's lips, taught 


him to repeat: 
"God... Father in Heaven... Father in Heaven..." 
This angel was the Angel of Purity. 


Later, while learning the alphabet within the school 
walls, an Angel of Green Light helped him 


pronounce ina firm voice: 


"God, Our Heavenly Father, is the Creator of all 
beings and all things..." 


This angel was the Angel of Hope 


His days lengthened until he entered a house of 
higher learning, under whose venerable roof he was 
visited by an Angel of Golden Light who, through 
emeritus educators, spoke to him about the glory and 
magnificence of the Eternal, using the language of 


philosophy and science. 


He was the Angel of Wisdom. 


The man searched through books and consulted 
authorities, desiring more direct communion with the 


Lord, and became capricious and demanding, 


Forgetting the rights of his neighbor, he set out to win 
God's attention only for himself. 


In his opinion, the Divine Majesty should bow down 
to his petitions and grant his unreasonable requests; 
as simple as that. 


As the Creator did not satisfy him, he embraced the 
thorn bush of denial and doubt. 


No matter how much the Golden Angel insisted, 
begging him to revere the Lord and obey His laws 
and designs, he sank deeper into hesitation and 
indifference. 


Tormented, he went to a religious temple, where a 
Blue Angel came to his aid, using a priest to 
recommend the practice of work and humility, with 
an upright conscience and perseverance in doing 


good. 
It was the Angel of Faith. 


The man observed his warnings, but once he found it 
extremely difficult to surrender to the exercises of 
that virtue, he cried out: 


-~God? But does God really exist? Why doesn't He 
offer me indisputable proof of His power? 


Attending the temple so as not to upset social 
conventions, he was helped by a Rosy Angel who 
conducted his intellect to read holy books, moving 
his heart and leading his feelings to the practice of 
love and renunciation, of benevolence and sacrifice, 
to shorten his path to the Divine Encounter. 


He was the Angel of Charity. 


The stubborn student learned that he couldn't wait 
for the joys of Heaven without having earned them 
through his sublimation on Earth. 


Even so, he would monologue undisciplined: 


-If] am a child of God and, God exists, I don't need to 
go through all this formality to find Him... 


And he remained deaf to the angelic guidance. 


He had gotten married, started a family, amassed 
money, and insured himself against the vicissitudes of 


fortune. 


Though, no matter how hard the Angels of Charity 
and Wisdom, of Hope and Faith tried to help him find 
communion with Heaven, the more he repudiated 


the generous counselors, exclaiming to himself: 


~*God? But is there really a God?” 


His face wrinkled, and his proud head bowed, his 
genius friends gathered around him, pleading 
the Lord's compassion for the benefit of the rebellious 


man. 


That's when a Grey Angel descended from Heavenly 
Glory with a sad and discreet countenance. 


He took no instruments to communicate. 


He approached the rebellious son of the Most High, 
embraced him, and blew into his heart the message 


he was carrying... 


Feeling his presence, the man staggered, lay down, 
and began to recognize the precariousness of worldly 


goods... 


He realized how transitory his possession of earthly 
assets was, of which he was nothing more than a 


selfish usufructuarv... 


He observed that his happiness was a mere shadow 
fading into time.. And, sensing suffering and 
imbalance in his core, he understood that everything 
he enjoyed in life was a divine loan from Eternal 
Goodness... 


He meditated.. Meditated.. Reconsidering the 
attitudes that were peculiar to him and, in tears of 
sincere and profound compulsion, as if he had been a 
tender child, he turned for the first time, with all his 
soul, to the Almighty, pleading: 


~ God of Infinite Mercy, my Creator, and my Father, 
pity mel. 


The Grey Angel was the Angel of Sickness. 


6- Unexpected Phone Call 


Laurindo Matoso felt at the height of his doctrinal 
exaltation. 


He was beginning the comments of thirty evenings 
which he would devote to studies on money in the 
face of Christianity, and he expressed himself 


sternly. 


He recalled the history of the great cheapskates, 
listed the moral disasters that had arisen from 


inconvenient finance... 


~ Gold, my brothers ~ he pontificated solemnly -~ is 
the father of almost all the calamities on Earth. It 
opens the ditch of prostitution, generates 
delinguency, encourages madness, and corrupts 
characters... 


Where misery appears, look for fortune nearby. 


We must fear possession and extinguish avarice. 
Money destroys love and happiness and fills jails and 


mental asylums... 
The assembly listened, listened... 


However, the examination of the subject allowed for 
fraternal debate and, as many companions of 
reasoning could not fully support the theses they had 


heard, Matoso found himself cornered immediately 
with direct questions. 


~ But don't you consider money to be a resource in 
life? ~ Pondered Montes, the oldest brother. ~ It's the 
direction that counts. 


Governed water makes the dam, the dam sustains the 
mill, the mill creates work, and it is many peoples 
happiness. 


~ Well, well! - Shouted Laurindo, punching the table. 


~ Here you come, the spiritist philosopher. 


~ What do you mean? ~ Smiled the helpful ancient. 
And Laurindo: 


~ Any money that is unnecessary to those who have it 
is an open door to dementia. 


~ Listen, my dear ~ said Mrs. Clélia - imagine yourself 
in an ordeal, receiving the monetary support of a 
friend. You cannot curse the spontaneous help... 


~ Assistance is a task for Governments. ~ Said the 
speaker. 


~ Yes, ~ agreed she ~ but sometimes government 
representation, although respectable, is hard to come 


by. 


~ What about the generous money that can help with 
family cases? ~ Said Mrs. Zulma 


~ Of course, you dont have a son accused of 
embezzling from the bank, as we do. The amount we 
borrowed to save his name was a blessing. 


~ Nothing of the sort - Laurindo protested firmly. If 
there hadnt been the money, there wouldn't have 
been any addictions. 


It's the golden payment that makes fraudsters. 


I studied the matter as much as I| could. In all 
civilizations, money is responsible for more than half 
of all crimes... 


The lecture was still lively, with fiery asides, when 


the telephone called Laurindo in person. 


The call came from his home, so, the monitor couldn't 
avoid it. 


The following conversation took place on the phone: 
~ Is that you, Laurindo? 
~ Yes, yes. 


~ Look ~ said the distant wife ~ a courier has just 
arrived... 


~ What's up? ~ asked Matoso, stern and worried. 


~ My @randfather died and has left us all his 


possessions... | he farm, the deposits, the policies... 


Come! We need to arrange everything. It's a lot to 
decide, but I believe this inheritance will free us from 
all material care for the rest of our lives... 


-Well, child. - And Matoso's voice became 


unexpectedly sweet. 
~ [ll be right there... 


Then, somewhat flustered, he apologized, saying he 
had to leave. 


~ And the end of the lecture? ~ Said Osvaldo Moura, 


a friend who followed the instructions, holding notes. 


~ We have the whole month to discuss the topic. ~ 
Explained the speaker. 


~ Money is the scourge of men. We must fight it 


relentlessly. I'll continue tomorrow... 


The days passed, and no matter how much they asked 


him to return, Laurindo never did... 


r = Serve More 


Ephraim Assef, the leader of Israel against the 
Roman power, had come to Jerusalem to raise the 
yesistance forces, and, informed that Jesus, the 
prophet had been received festively in the city, 


decided to look for Him in the house of Obed, the 
goatherd, to listen to Him. 


~ Master, ~ said the warrior ~ I'm not looking for You 
as someone who doesn't know about God's justice, 


which corrects the world's errors every dav... 
I need instruction for my conduct to help the people. 


How should we act when the pride of others grows 
and obstructs our path? When vanity flaunts power 


and multiplies the tears of those who cry? 


~ You must be humbler and serve more. - Replied the 
Lord, looking with His translucent gaze on him. 


~ But.. what about when evil rises, lurking at our 
door? What should we do when the impious 


calumniates us like an executioner? 
And Jesus: 
~ Weneed to love more and serve more. 


~ Lord, what about hurtful words? What measures 
should we take to curb it? 


How do we proceed when the mouth of the offender 
spits fire of violence, like a storm cloud, hurling 
thunderbolts of death? 


~ We need to be gentler and serve more. 


~ And in the face of blows? Some creatures strive for 
cruelty, hurting us to the point of blood... 


How can we guide our steps, ahead of those who 


persecute and hate us without reason? 


~ It takes more patience and serving more. 


~ And the loot, Lord? What guidelines should we 


look for in the face of those who steal, who are 
ruthless and powerful, ensuring their impunity at the 
cost of the gold they gather in tears? 


~ Weneed more renunciation and to serve more. 


~ What about the murderers? How should we behave 
towards those who burn down fields and homes, 


exterminating women and children? 
~ Weneed more forgiveness and to serve more. 


Exasperated at not finding a foundation for the 
political retaliation he aspired to undertake on a 
larger scale, Ephraim asked: 


~ Master, what do You mean by serving more? 


Jesus embraced one of the children who were looking 
for Him, and replied, without affectation: 


~ Convinced that God's justice governs life, our 
obligation in the inner world is to live righteously in 
the practice of good, with the certainty that the law 


will take account of everyone. 


Thus, we have no other highey path than to serve the 
8her p 
good of our neighbor, always more... 


The Israelite leader, showing immense contempt, left 
the small room without saying goodbye. 


Two days later, when the Sanhedrin's scouts arrived 
in the company of Judas to arrest the Messiah, 
Ephraim Assef was in the lead. And, siniling, he 
handcuffed His wrist as if he were arresting a 


fearsome robber, and asked sarcastically: 
~ Don't you react, Galilean? 
But Christ looked at him calmly again and only said: 


~ We must understand and serve more. 


8 ~ Macarius Fagundes 


When the Spirit of Macarius Fagundes knocked on 
the door of the Higher Sphere, he was holding an 
elegant volume of the Bible. 


On Earth, the Bible had summed up his concerns and 


goals. 


He had studied religions. He sympathized with all of 
them. However, he had taken refuge in the Bible, 
making it an argument of last resort. 


A friend once pondered delicately to Macarius: 
Fagundes, I have no doubts about the New 
Testament, where we do feel the presence of Christ, 
but when it comes to the ancient prophets, I think we 
should examine everything with reason and 
discernment. Do you believe, for example, in the case 
of Jonah, as reported by the chroniclers? Do you 
accept that Jonah was swallowed by a whale and 
traveled safely inside it? 


And Macarius answered: ~The letter of the Old 


Testament cannot fail. I firmly believe that the whale 
swallowed Jonah so he could fulfill his mission, and if 
itwere writtenin the Bible that Jonah had 
swallowed the whale, | would accept the information 
with the same faith. 


It was Macarius, who now stood reverently at the foot 


of the Holy Door. 


A spiritual messenger answered. And Fagundes 
explained his condition. He came from the world. 


He had been a faithful Christian. He had lost his 


body of flesh in the phenomenon of death and 
wanted a place to rest. 


To this end, he added, he had lived in fear of the 


Bible, consecrating himself to it with all his heart and 


soul. 


~ However, Fagundes, what have you done with the 
Bible? ~ Asked the amanuensis, calmly. 


~ | beg your pardon for being a little long-winded in 
my answer ~ the newcomer said ~ as passed my time 
existence by analyzing teachings and comparing 
texts. 


~ Perfectly. You can clear your situation as you wish. 
And Macarius went on to elucidate: 


~ I have loved the Bible as the word of God all my 
days. | know that other students have notes different 
from my statistics, taken in a very long study time. | 
can say, however, that the Bible contains 69 books, 


A? of which are in the Old Testament, and 27 in the 


New Testament. 
He continued: 


~ The Eternal Treasury, within the books mentioned, 


consists of 1189 chapters. The 1189 chapters are 
divided into 1138 verses. [he 31138 verses contain 
Tl4,148 words. 


The 774,748 words are articulated with 3,566,512 
letters. The middle of the Bible is in verse 8, of Psalm 
118, in which the prophet clearly says: “It is better to 
trust in the Lord than to trust in man. 


The longest verse is number 9, from Chapter VIII of 
the Book of Esther, which relates an order from 
Mordecai, and the shortest verse is number 3, from 
Chapter XI, of the Gospel of John, which tells of Jesus 


weeping over the dead Lazarus. 


We do not need to list any commonly known 
annotations; though, it's important to point out that 
the Bible took about a thousand years to be written 
and has been translated into more than a thousand 
languages and dialects. 


Macarius was silent. 


Concluding that he had presented what he wanted, 
the messenger replied: 


~ Your culture of the holy book is fantastic; 
nevertheless, there has been a misunderstanding. We 
want to know what youve done with the Bible in 
your heart and hands. 


~ Ah! - Said Fagundes, suddenly disappointed. 


-Ivealready told you whatIveachieved..My 
confidence in the Bible says it all... 


~ Yes, your knowledge is admirable; however, the 
Higher Sphere asks for works, edify ing works... 


The Law judges each of us by our works... You must 


report your deeds... 


~ The apostle Paul ~ Macarius said apologetically - 
states in verse | of chapter 5, in the Epistle to the 
Romans: Justified by faith we have peace with God 
through our Lord Jesus Christ." 


~ Undoubtedly ~- the spiritual friend pointed out - 
faith is the foundation of all work, just as much as a 
plan is the beginning of any construction. 


The Apostle Paul should be listened to attentively, 
but we mustn't forget the Divine Master's words in 
verse J4 of chapter 13 in the Gospel of John: “Love 
one another as | have loved you. 


Weare not unaware that Jesus loved us in full self- 


denial to serve us better. 
~ It is... it is... indeed... And Fagundes asked: 


~ What about now? As I have devoted my entire life 
to my faith, what should I do now? 


~ We must return to Earth and be born again todo the 
good we taught. Christ had no other program before 
God, and Paul of Tarsus, who exalted the faith, lived 
out no other guidelines before Christ... Yes, believe, 
but also do. Work very hard and always do the best... 


Macarius grumbled, cried, whined, and complained, 
but he had no choice but to accept the truth and be 


born again. 


9 -Test of Virtue 


A true story tells us that a leader of the Israelite 
world sent a disciple, who had become famous for 
interpreting the Prophets, to a determinate town 
whose inhabitants were wallowing in all kinds of 
vices and illnesses, with the recommendation to help 
them actively. 


Two years ran, and, as the news from the town was 
increasingly disturbing, the people's guide called the 
envoy, who appeared, in a hieratic attitude, showing 
inhis white tunic and the face mortified by 


fasting his rigorous observance of the Law. 


To the first questions he heard, he replied in a grave 


tone: 


~ Master, to set an example of virtue, I have retired to 


the countryside, where everyone knows | exist. 


~ I understand. ~ Said the mentor ~ Solitude is 
necessary for thought tobe refreshed by divine 
inspiration; however, without connection with 


human creatures, any work of help is impracticable. 
And the understanding continued: 


~ To avoid mistakes, I live in complete mutism, in the 


fervor of prayer. 


~ An essentially important measure, but even if we 
must learn through severe experiences, it is necessary 


to speak out so that good can be done. 


~ To expose the purity of my feelings, I dress 


exclusively in white... 


~ This is an honorable custom, but it shouldn't prevent 
our clothes from getting dirty when working to help 
others, to be washed again at an opportune moment. 


~[ eat only herbs. 


~ This is an excellent habit; however, to bring the 
body into a condition to serve, it is important not to 
abandon the systems of common food, although we 
should ensure simplicity and avoid unruliness, using 
meat, milk, esas, leaves, fruits, and roots of animals 
and plants, only to the extent that is indispensable for 


maintaining our existence. 


~ | sleep without any clothes on, fighting my lower 


tendencies... 


~ This is a praiseworthy purpose, but we ought to 
preserve our health, resting as others do, so that life in 
the body can offer us income for the best. 


~ But I do much more... My bed is riddled with nails, 
punishing the lust of the flesh... 


~ A noble intention, no doubt... However, it's better to 
fight ourselves in service to others so that our struggle 


is not in vain... 

Silencing his pupil, the leader asked: 

~ What about the task you ve been given? 

~ Master ~ replied the messenger, disappointed. 


I must honestly say that the care I take with the 
presentation of virtue takes up all my time... 


Just then, a beautiful, shiny-haired horse entered the 
house hall, carrying a poor man with wounds whose 
last energies had been exhausted by the desert... 


The old mentor took the initial steps to help and, 
bringing his disciple in front of the superb animal 
that was digging in the ground, he spoke kindly: 


~ Look, my son, this horse also lives in Natures retreat, 
it doesn t express itself in human language, is dressed 
entirely in snow-colored hair, eats only grass from the 
ground, sleeps in the open, is shod with piercing nails, 
and is nothing more than a horse... 


Even so, it is the companion of weary travelers and 
has just snatched a helpful merchant from the grave 
of a merchant from his sandy grave... 


He then went inland to comfort the newcomer, 
leaving the apprentice to ponder the will of empty 


virtue. 


10 — In the Name of Jesus 


When Jodo Rigueira left Earth, he was burning with 
the ideal of doing good. Despite being a helpful 
spirit, he had not yet acquired the merit for great 
heights. He needed to work harder, study more... 


That's why Nicésio, the benefactor who had tutored 
him for so long, was clearin his advice when he 


welcomed him into space: 
~ Jodo, to rise, you need more time among men. 


~ For what? ~ Asked the newly disincarnate, who 
aspired to the heights, in surprise. 


~ To improve yourself through service in the name of 


Jesus. ~ Said the guide. 
He added: 


~ Besides, you left your little daughter in the world. 


Rosalva will need you... 


Rigueira remembered the strongest bond that held 
him on Earth. 


Yes, Rosalva..The little angel that his 
inconsequential wife had left in his arms when she 
had gone astray on a guest for inferior adventures... 


Since separating from his companion, he had entered 
hard lessons of understanding to forget, but the little 


irl remained. 


He remembered now... Before becoming free from his 
physical body, he had entrusted her to the care of a 
poor friend, who had offered to take her into a 
humble orphanage. 


Oh, God, how could he forget the little daughter he 


had left behind, barely out of her mother's arms! 
Rigueira began to cry, but Nicésio consoled him: 


~ Jodo, be strong. You will start your work here again, 


. f 
in Jesus name. 


I have a group of incarnate friends with whom you 
will remain active, sharing strength and attention 
between your own development and supporting the 


child. 


~ Yes, yes... ~ Said the questioner in copious tears. 
I will try to serve, to serve... 


And indeed, from then on, choosing the caption “Tn 
the name of Jesus, Jodo Rigueira began to help out 
at the home of Dr. Vicentino de Freitas, a 
distinguished lawyer trying to adapt to the Spiritist 


Doctrine. 


His wife, Mrs. Guiomar, had agreed to form a 
household team for Gospel studies, joined by Mrs. 
Clélia, a widowed sister-in-law, and _ her 
two sons: Martinho and Luis Paulo. 


It was five apprentices at the table when Rigueira 
took over Mrs. Clélia's mediumship for the first time, 
making himself known as the messenger who would 


serve the group more directly. 


He got emotional, cried, and asked for Divine 
Inspiration.. And from that moment on, he was 
promoted by the comforted and joyful family to the 


position of Brother Joao.” 


Twice a week, the group met, and the spiritual friend 
faithfully watched over them. But that wasn‘ all. 
He was compelled to work every day. 
Dr. Vicentinos services required his assistance, 
Mys.Guiomarshealth called for self-denial, 
Mrs. Cleélia's problems multiplied, and the boys did 


not dispense with support in their inner struggle. 


Two of Mrs. Guiomar's little children appeared in the 
cradle. 


Rigueira had been the vigilant caretaker from the 
first days of the pregnancy, supporting and 
providing... [he twins, Jorge and Jarbas, were 
followed by him as if they were his heart. 


Rigueira had been the vigilant paceman from the 
first days of her pregnancy, supporting and 
providing... 


The twins, J orge and Jarbas, were followed by him as 
it they were his heart. 


A tireless watchman. Magnetic passes and sgueegees 
to help the boys adjust. 


Nursing measles and helping with whooping cough. 
Continuous help for the organic field of Guiomar, 
who was breastfeeding with difficulty. Invisible balm 
on Dr. Vicentino's nerves. And in Mrs. Clélia's sector, 


incessant cooperation. 


But in his own sentimental sphere, the poor spirit of 
Jodo Rigueira was agonizingly following his 
daughters sufferings. Rosalva had left the 
orphanage, already grown up, to a family, and as a 
fourteen~year-old girl, she was already suffering 


vexations. 


The first-born son of the house persecuted and 
insulted her. 


Brother Joao often attended prayers and studies at 
the Freitas home, with his soul in shambles; however, 
he was never absent. 


~ Brother Joao is the hero of charity that we know. - 


Said Mrs. Clélia enthusiastically. 


~ No other spirit has taught us the practice of virtue 
as much as he did. ~ Said Mrs. Guiomar, nodding in 


confirmation. 


Encouraged by such affection, one day Rigueira took 
a relevant decision. He insisted that his daughter left 
the bright residence where she was in the throes of a 
grave moral fall. 


Rosalva, in the spring of her twenties, was disfigured, 


haggard... 


She was so tormented by the inferior thoughts web 
that she couldnt resist the suggestions of her father's 
Spirit. She began to wander down the street, closely 
accompanied by him, who led her mechanically to 
the home of Dr. Vicentino de Freitas, bursting with 
optimism and tenderness. 


In the evening, the family was waiting for the exact 
moment of the Gospel, when the young woman rang 


the doorbell. 


She was greeted in the entrance hall and spoke, 
inspired by Rigueira. She felt abandoned, she asked 


for honest work, she was an orphan, alone... 


But Dr. Vicentino, somewhat harshly, explained that 
he didn't need a maid. Mrs. Guiomar explained that 


she didnt have the means to examine the proposal. 
And Mrs. Clélia, more generous, gave her twenty 
cruzeiros for a snack, recommending that she 
searched the house around the corner, where, she had 
heard, they needed a cook. 


Rosalva left in tears and, beyond the gate, heard Mrs. 


Guiomar commenting sternly: 
~ She must be a strav.. 


To which Mrs. Clélia sarcastically added: - From a 
girl who offers herself, God forbid! 


After half an hour, the circle members gathered 
around the table. All were yeverent, in a submissive 
attitude. 


After the opening prayer, a beautiful passage on 
beneficence was read and interpreted in detail. The 
spiritual friend then incorporated himself into Mrs. 
Clélia for the healing pass; however, as it had never 
happened in almost twenty years, the benefactor 


remained silent, showing signs of immense bitterness. 


~ What happened, Brother Jodo? -~ Asked Dr. 


Vicentino. - Are you sad? 


Rigueira, however, gave a disappointed smile and 
replied patiently: 


~ Don't worry, my friend. Everything is fine... 
And he concluded: 


~ Let's keep working... In Jesus’ name. 


11 - A Dead Man in Trouble 


When Apolindrio Rezende woke up, beyond 
death, he found himself terribly shaken by a 


strange emotion. 


He heard his wite, Mys. Francina, calling him in 


stertorous screams. 


And as if he had been carried home by a 
magnetic crane, he suddenly recognized himself 
in front of her, who was sobbing. 


~ “Ungrateful! Ungrateful!” ~ was what the 
widow was saying in her head, although she only 


uttered mournful interjections with her mouth. 


Judging to be in the body of flesh, Rezende tried 


in vain to be heard. 


He cried out for his companion. He asked for 


explanations. 


He punched the table on which the lady was 
leaning her elbows. 


Mys. Francina, meanwhile, acted as if she was 


unaware of his presence. 


At first, the unfortunate man thought he was crazy. 


He believed he was having a nightmare and wanted 


to return to life, to wake up... 
He pinched himself to no avail. 
Then he heard his name on the first floor. 


He went downstairs and found Maria Iza, the butler 
he had come to regard as his daughter, in a discreet 


conversation with the lawyer, his close friend. 


Dr. Joaguim Curado listened attentively to the girl, 


who contided in him infamy. 


The maid, who had always received from him the best 
treatment, was guick to accuse him, saying that little 
Samuel, the boy who had been born to her four years 
earlier from the heart of a single mother, was a son of 


Rezende. 


The servant girl, at her most slanderous, burst into 
tears. She said shamelessly that her little son Samuel 
could not be deprived of his inheritance, that she, in 
other times, had suffered insulting scenes of jealousy 
on the part of her mistress, and that she had now 
decided to put the matter to rest. 


Apolinario clenched his fists and was about to slap 
her when the lawyer said: “Well, since Rezende 


died...” 


The poor freed spirit suffered a tremendous shock. 
Had he died then? What did it all mean? 


He felt crazy... He cried out in despair, like a beast 
stung in acircus, but the two people he spoke to didn't 


notice his reaction, continuing the conversation... 


Crying copiously, Apolinario learned that the 
inventory of his assets was still in progress. Maria Iza 
claimed to be seduced by him and demanded more 
than two million cruzeiros, equal to the amount 


reserved for each of his children. 
Dr. Joaquim spoke of blood tests and asked for proof. 


The girl told him that Renato, Mrs. Francina's 
youngest son, had witnessed the unfortunate 
experience to which she had been subjected, in 
acceding to the temptations the dead man had 
caused. 


Terrified, Rezende saw his youngest son enter the 
domestic parlor at his beck and call, supporting the 


invention. 


The young man, who was over twenty-two, always 
worried him because of his frivolous nature, but 
it wasn t without astonishment that he began to listen 


to him, confirming the accusation. 


Surprised, he saw Renato say in front of the lawyer 
that once moved by compassion, he had decided to 
help Maria Iza, declaring that his father, had decided 
to confide the truth to him, pointing out that, one day, 
when hedied, the child Samuel should not be 
forgotten, since he owed his paternity to him. 


Rezende, filled with disgust, denied everything until 
he seemed to hear his son's thoughts and finally 
understood that Renato had made a deal with the 
butler to receive half of the amount that would be 


awarded to her by the courts. 
He understood the blackmail. 


The boy wanted the highest share and didn't hesitate 
to besmirch his name to achieve it. 


Dejected, he looked for Reinaldo, his eldest son, a 
young man of exemplary behavior. He found him in 
his office, resigned to the situation. His brother had 
skillfully pulled off the coup, and he would rather 
lose part of his inheritance than disrespect his father's 


memory. 


Rezende returned to his wife's room and tried vainly 
to comfort her. 


Francina soaked her handkerchief with tears. 


She wasn't crying so much about the money. 


She regretted her late husband's supposed infidelity. 
She remembered all the happy days when they had 
both enjoyed perfect trust... 


He had to be inhuman to lie to hey as he had done in 


their own home. 


She longed to keep him pure in her memory, to live 
the rest of her life preparing to meet him again. 


Rezende tried to console her, to find out why he was 
suffering such a trial when his conscience snapped. 


He saw himself retreating, retreating... 


Yes, yes. Maria Iza had only received respectful 
treatment from him; however, Juliet now appeared to 
him..She had been his youthful companion forty 
years earlier.. A modest girl had put up with his 
ingratitude. She had given in to his whims as an 
impulsive young man and had come to expect a child 
from him, trusting in marriage. But examining his 
convenience, he had forced Juliet to undergo a 
shameful abortion, and then, when he saw her 
frustrated, he abandoned her in a brothel. 


Rezende, tormented by painful reminiscences, 
wondered whether Maria Iza's slander was fate's 
answer to the sarcasm he had hurled at 
Julieta.. Where could he find the victim from 


another eva? On the other hand, there was Mrs. 
Francina, asking for his assistance, and Maria Iza, 


whom he had to forgive in turn. 
He groped for his skull on fire. 


He was going through his first day of waking 
consciousness after death, and he seemed to have 
been in the depths of mental hell for a long time. 


Night fell, and Rezende remained distressed close to 
his wife, trying in vain to speak to her during her 


sleep... 


Early in the morning, Mrs. Francina got up, prayed in 
front of his image on the bedside picture, took a large 
bouguet, and left in the direction of a temple. 


Apolinario followed hey, recognizing with emotion 
that his wife had commissioned a religious office for 
his happiness. 


When the prayers were over, Francina left for the 


cemetery. 


Only then,did Rezende learn that his loyal 
companion was celebrating the sixth month since his 
departure. 


One hundred and eighty-three days of living 


unconsciousness in spiritual life! 


Stunned, he looked at his wife, who was kneeling in 
front of his Brave. Between anguish and curious, he 
leaned towards the tombstone and spelled it out in 


amazement: 


“Here lies Apolindario Rezende.” And, in smaller 


letters: “Pray for the eternal rest of his soul”. 


When he read the words “eternal vest , Rezende 
began to reflect on the moral agonies he had been 
subjected to since the day before and, although he 
felt an immense desire to weep, he forgot the stillness 
of the holy field and burst out laughing in despaiv.. 


12 ~ The Only Gift 


It is said that Simon Peter was tired after twenty days 
with the people. 


He had bathed the wounded and fed the sgualid 


women and childyen. 


Instead of receiving peoples approval, he was 
collecting veiled insults here and there... 


After three consecutive weeks of fighting, he had 
grown weary and preferred to isolate himself among 
friendly capers. 


That's why, in the indigo twilight, he was alone in 
front of the water, reflecting... 


Someone is approaching, though... 

No matter how much he tries to hide, he feels wanted. 
It's Christ himself. 

~ What are you doing, Peter? - Says the Lord to him. 
~ | think, Master. 

And the conversation went on. 


~ Are you sad? 
~ Very sad. 


~ Why are you sad? 
~ They call me a thief. 
~ But what if your conscience doesn't accuse you? 


~] feel miserable. In the name of the love You teach 


me, | relieve the sick and help the needy. 


Meanwhile, they revile me. They say I steal, I exploit 


peoples trust... 


Only yesterday, I was distributing the old cloaks 
given to us by Carpos house among the sick people 


arriving trom Jope... 
iving i J p 


Someone wrongly claimed that I had stolen most of 


them... 


I'm exhausted, Master. Twenty days in the crowd, 
weigh more than twenty years of service on the boat... 


~ Petey, what have you given them in the last twenty 
days? 


~ Coins, tunics, cloaks, ointments, wheat, fish... 
~ Where did the coins come from? 
~ From the hands of Joan of God's wife. 


~ The tunics? 


~ From the house of Zobalan, the tanner. 
~ The cloaks? 


~ From the residence of Carpus, the Roman who 
decided to help us. 


~ The ointments? 

~ From the home of Zebedee, who makes them. 

~ The wheat? 

~ From the field of Zacchaeus, who remembers us... 
~ And the fish? 

~ From our catch. 

~ So, Peter? 


~ What am I to understand, Lord? 


~ You ought to understand that we only give what 


has been offered to us to distribute to those in need. 


Divine Goodness conjures up circumstances and 
entrusts us in one way or another with the elements 


we need to move in the works of good... 


You said you serve in the name of love... 


~ Yes, Master... 


~ Remember, then, that love does not count 


slander S OY touches of saycasin. 


The disciple, showing sudden mental renewal, didn't 


reply. 
Jesus embraced him and simply said: 


~ Peter, all the goods of life can be transmitted from 
place to place and from hand to hand... 


No one can give this or that worldly asset in essence 
except the Creator Himself, who lends us the 
resources generated by Him in Creation.. And if 
there is something we can give of ourselves, it is love, 
the only gift we can make, suffering and renouncing 


for love... 


The apostle understood and kissed the hands that 
touched him lightly. 


Then they both began to talk happily about the tasks 
expected for the next day. 


15 ~- The Benefactor's Response 


In the middle of the meeting, Venancio, the spiritual 
advisor, mastered the mediumistic apparatus and 
spoke to the assembly of eight people: 


~ This is the service of the Gospel, my friends. We 
need companions willing to do it in the environment 


of our Silverini brothers. 


The family appeals to us, and we will appeal, in turn, 
to the Lord's mercy. The Gospel is our credit letter, 
and the situation is painful. Five young people 
obsessed. Imagine yourselves in the place of these 
people with an afflicted heart. But the word of the 
Good News will transform the domestic environment. 


With Jesus teachings, the less fortunate disincarnate 
will be touched by remorse, and the friends we set out 
to help will find their strength multiplied to sustain 
their patience. For it, we,as humble spiritual workers, 
need your voices and hands. We would therefore like 
to hear from you. Who in the group can help us with 
this? We only need to be at the Silverini house for 
two hours a night, twice a week... 


No one answered. 
Venancio, however, came back and asked nominally: 


~ What do you say, César? 


And César, the team director, stammered: 


~ Me, my friend? I don't have any qualities. Im a wolf 
in sheeps clothing. I'm here by chance. | have a rude, 
violent temper.. Im afraid Il aggravate the 


situation... 


And the curious inguiry continued. 
~ And you, Sister Julia? 


~ I'm the last one. ~ Replied the lady. - I recognize 
myself as incapable. At home, everyone says I'm out 
of control, talkative... 


~ And you, Sister Nicia? 


~ Now, Venancio, we devote you the affection we 
give a father, but your goodness will understand... [im 
a single mother. You comprehend the Spiritist 
Doctrine was my lifeline, so] didn‘ fall into too many 
follies. | dont dare to face it... 


~ What about you, Sister Claudia? 


~I'm still obsessed. There are times when I find it very 
difficult to support myself. I think my cooperation 
would only make it worse... 


= And Ouy Laur O... 


The young man pointed out sadly: 


~ When I came here, had a police record. With God's 


blessing, Im a different man now. 


Even so, |'m afraid of creatin yoblems.. 
p 


~ And Sister Gina... 


~ Me, Venancio? Me? ~ Said the lady who had been 
nominated ~ | can't either... I'm an abyss of inferiority 


and temptations... 
~ And Brother Souza? 


~ My goodwill is great.- Said the friend called to 
testify. ~ But I suffered a heavy bankruptcy last year. 
Since I closed my store, my bills have been 
protested... How can I speak about the Gospel? | 
thank God I'm not in jail... 


~ And you, Brother Ciro? 
Meanwhile, the boy, who called to speak, explained: 


~ I'm frank... [im nothing but an animal. Without the 
support of our meeting, I'd be in the gutter. 


The silence fell heavy. 


Vendancio reflected for a few moments, spoke again, 
and prayed with an inflection of deep sadness, 
begging Jesus to encourage him to work. 


However, there was so much bitterness in his spiritual 
friend's voice that, at the end of his petition, the 


leader of the house asked restless y: 

~ Listen, Venancio! Are you annoyed with us? 
~ Not at all. - Replied the benefactor. 

And added: 


~ Everyone gives what they have. I know youre 
facing great obstacles. But if you are waiting for 
wings of angels to help on Earth. [ama human soul in 
need of service to heal my imperfections... Until you 
reach Heaven, it will take a long time, and I really 
can t wait... 


And before his friends, suddenly awakened to 
their responsibility could express any further new 
opinions, Venancio said goodbye. 


14 ~ Positions 


A long time ago, two men who had just arrived from 
Earth appeared before the Divine Tribunal. 


One bore the sign of the crutch on which he had 
leaned. 


Another showed the marks of the crown that had 
adorned his head. 


They had to prove their humility to return to the 


world or 80 bey ond... 


Placed one by one on the scales, the first weighed 


heavily ‘ 


He was still easy prey to struggles, looking like a 
captive balloon. 


The second, however, showed high lightness. It could 


travel in search of the summits. 
Dissatisfied, however, the first said: 


~ Where is divine justice? I was a pauper beggar, 
while he.. And pointing to the king... 


~ While he was king... ] starved while I often saw him 
ata lavish banguet.| begged in the street, seeing him 
in his carriage. I knew nakedness, noticing him in his 
golden cloak as he rode in triumph...| lived among 


the last, while he always appeared as the first among 
the first... 


The other lowered his head, humiliated, in silence... 


But the serene friend, who represented the Lord, 


spoke persuasively: 


~You saw him at the bountiful table but didn't 
understand his sacrifices when he ate out of 
obligation. You saw him in the cay; however, you 
didn't observe his heart in agony with pain, faced 
with the problems of the subjects to whom he owed 
assistance. You saw him undera golden mantle in the 
days of jubilation. Though you didn't see the wounds 
of moral suffering before insoluble questions... 


You knew him among the most powerful on the 
Earth; nevertheless, you ignored how many daggers 
of hypocrisy and ingratitude he had stuck in 
his chest; even though he was forced to smile... 


Moreover, as the sovereign, he could hurt, but he 


didn't. 


He could humiliate, but he didn't humiliate anyone; 
he could harm and did not harm, could desert and did 


not desert... 


As a beggar, you were not thrown into similar 


problems of temptation... 


In front of his sad companion, the former monarch 


received a passport to sublime ascension. 
Alone and in tears, the former beggar then asked: 
~ What can I do now? 


The angelic minister hugged him sensitively and 


informed him: 


~ Now you will be reborn on Earth, and you will also 


bea king. 


15 - The Major Lesson 


Before thousands of dazzled Spirits, the lecture 
ended... 


The assembly made up mostly of suffering entities 
from Earth, had come to a standstill, suspended in the 
vast recesses of space. 


Astonishment, joy, emotion... 


The great Carthaginian Aurelius Augustine, revered 
in Christianity as one of the highest figures in history, 
had spoken. 


Nimbed with intense luminosity, he moved the crowd 
as an emissary from the Higher Sphere. 


Disembodied people from various Christian 
countries gathered there to listen to him. Ancients, 
teachers from Hippo and Tagasta, Madaura and 
Milan, experienced in many reincarnations, shared 
his entourage. 


Warriors whose minds were tired of trying to 
eliminate the memory of the sword, rich people 
depleted of gold and poor of consolation, women 
tired of lies and numerous souls, had received the 
word of the Good News as if it were divine nectav... 


All those present showed a singular metamorphosis 
as if the inner light of their hearts was imprinted on 
their transfigured countenances, showing new 
aspirations, giving the idea of those who were 
drawing different energies from the future for the 
battle of their own regeneration, and the copious 
weeping, here and there, definitely highlighted 


intimate, profound vows... 


The speaker was preparing to leave when he 
received a knock from someone who had just come 


from Earth. 


It was a man who still bore the marks of his release 
from the physical body. 


Staring into the eyes of the messenger who was 
blessing him, he fell into reverence and prayed: 


~ Great apostle of Our Lord Jesus Christ! Of the sixty 
years | lived among human creatures, forty | 
dedicated to studying your life! | have been looking 
for you for a long time, with ardent affection... Now 
that I have found you, I ask you to receive the 
testimony of my appreciation, and allow me, oh, 
ambassador of Divine Goodness, to request you 
something in my prayer of respectful admiration! 


Raised now to the munificence of the Heights, you 
who enjoy the coexistence of Christ's advisors and 


follow the march of fifteen centuries of Christianity, 
since your conversion to the Gospel, what higher 


revelation do you have to offer us today? 


You who now know other worlds, who are delving 
into new cosmic secrets, who know how to look at our 
souls with understanding and compassion, and 
honorably serve as heralds of eternal truths, tell us 
what you consider to be the noblest lesson in your 
triumphant journey as a Spirit? 


The old Carthaginian leader, sensitized, touching the 
trembling head of his companion who was asking, 


replied kindly: 


My son, the greatest message everywhere, as always, 
is the greatness of God, which encompasses the 
Universe. The remote constellations extend His 
power. The suns that influence us closely proclaim 
His splendor. The worlds we can walk on demonstrate 
His paternal solicitude. Flowers and drops of water 
are the news of His infinite love.. All of life's 
phenomena say something about His hidden glory. 
However, the highest teaching | have received so fay, 
in the core of my consciousness, is that of my inner 


transformation... 


Counted among the greatest deviants and criminals 
on Earth, I was able to enter, through the self-denial 
of Jesus Christ, the guarantor of our souls ~ into 


my own restoration on the path of service that | 


continue to walk. 


The consultant lowered his face at the messenger's 


humility. 


And as the great mentor walked away, surrounded 
by friends, the explanation echoed in the immense 
valley of disembodied sinners, likea renewing breath 


of joy and hope... 


16 ~ Parties 


Philip Rimas would be reborn with the mission of 
promoting the Truth. 


He had promised the Spirits to receive their 
teachings, measure them, and distribute them to the 
multitudes. 


Before he was born, he often visited where he would 
receive his tasks in the company of great instructors. 


He had seen up close the enormous city where the 
word would sound like a trumpet from heaven. 


He would begin his apostolate through the shining 
word and end it with the launch of books in which the 
Divine Messengers expressed a precious sy nthesis of 
the greater reality. 


In the face of these blessed commitments, Rimas was 
born and raised, beginning his work with general 
admiration. 


He was still very young and spoke to those who 
listened. Invisible benefactors occupied his 
transformed into a sublime tuba, and edifying 
concepts poured out of his mouth. 


In those moments, he resembled a cascade of light. 


Legions of people listened to him and felt moved. 
Recognized ladies kissed his hands, and respectable 


companions embraced him with emotion. 


However, the spirits who had settled into the lower 
sensations of physical existence were uncomfortable. 


Simas lectures had changed the mental life of most of 
the incarnate they were accustomed to vampirizing, 


Acting as a syndicate of exploiters, they met to study. 
How could they remove the embarrassment? 


At first, he experienced difficulties. However, the 
difficulties brought him new resources. Simas prayed 
and gathered strength. Then the evil group invaded 
his family stronghold. 


Inexplicably, his brothers threw ironic looks on his 
face. 


The missionary, however, drew energy from prayer. 


He seemed connected to the Higher Sphere, like a 
diver from the Spiritual World. 


The subtle persecutors have invented new 
processes... Various temptations, fluid charges in the 
form of pain, desertion of friends, misunderstandings, 


sarcasm, damage, more extensive domestic disputes... 


But Simas kept talking. 
A loud, retraining word. 


Conseguently, there were changes in attitudes, 
conversions, exchange of valuable books, renewals, 
transformed lives, and rebuilt homes. 


The staunch opponents met again and, in the 
assembly, a more experienced one spoke up: 


~ Has the boy ever smelled big money? 

And the answers came: 

~ Yes... yes... 

~ Has he ever experimented with various pleasures? 
~ And he was indifferent... 

Family fights? 

~ He won the biggest ones. 

~ Slanders? 

~ He took advantage of them, making himself a hero... 


The shadowy technician thought for a while and 


xe member ed: 


Parties! Have you been tested on personal tributes? 


And the whole group: 
~ No, not yet... 


~ Try it, ~ said the cunning opponent, ~ very few will 


get rid of it. 
Anew era began for Simas. 


His friends, animated by admiration, began to ask for 
him. Support and expressions of appreciation were 
everywhere. He was the man for inaugural parties. 


Nothing could be done without him when it came to 
social minutes. Initial inspections of Spiritist temples, 
comedians, fraternization lunches, commemorative 
meetings, long-distance trips to attend honorable 
invitations, family agapes, walks in the countryside, 


precepts of tenderness, filled with flowers... 
And Simas spoke, moving. 
Applause and tears. 


And new invitations exploded... Intimate dinners, 
confidential conversations, loyal audiences, friends 
taking turns with kind offers... Cars, here and there, at 
their disposal. Portraits galore, travel albums, 


and newspaper clippings with his name. 


Cordial reports late into the night, endless visits... 


And, with it, festive gluttony. 


Wherever Simas was, the table would appear. 
Snacks, cracknels, viands, ligueurs.. Many of the 
entourage knew this beforehand: rhy mes, arrivals, 
plenty of food. As a complement to the harmless 
liqueurs, there were alcoholic “bombs’ for the more 
intimate group. 


Within some years, when he was taken away from 
the cultivation of reflection and the healthy habit of 
noble reading, Simas was the master of routine 


conversation. 


He repeated cases and concepts without rephrasing 
them. He became accustomed to the big plate after so 
many years of tributes adorned by gourmet hands. 


He was now a demanding gastronome. 


And surely, because of the excessive fat, he could not 


make edify ing comments anymore. 
No more than five minutes. 


He got tired and said he was suffering from various 


illnesses. He said he was on trial. 


Former sycophants no longer had time to court him. 
And long before the revelatory books were due, 


Simas, defeated, had become a vag of aman addicted 
to headache pills. 


When I last saw him, he was an aphonic, neurasthenic 
man. He complained about his wife. 


He cried out against the flu, the rain, the humidity, 
and the wind. And, not far away, two former 
adversaries of his already failed mission were 
ironically saying to each other: 


~ What can we do to get Simas back on his feet? 
~ Let's have a party! A party is the ideal remedy. 


And they laughed openly. 


17 - Diary of a Medium 


When, at the request of friends, we entered Alfredo 
Liucio's room to help him through the disembodiment 
process, the diary that time had yellowed was open, 
and we could read, in short excerpts, the story of his 


experience. 


October 22nd -~ On this unforgettable night, 
October 22nd, 1928, I made my profession of faith. ] 
attended an intimate meeting at the "Centro Fspirita 
Vicente de Paulo’ (Vincent de Paul Spiritist Center), 
in Rua Tavares Guerra, TA, here in RiodeJ aneiro, and 


I was able to hear the words of my mother, who | 
thought was dead. 


She spoke to me through the medium as if we were in 
our house in Méier. I cried very much. I've been 
transformed. I'm now a Spiritist. | ask God to bless my 
solemn vows to work for the great cause. 


October 23rd ~ I tried writing mediumship and 
succeeded. Wonderful! The idea flowed out of my 
head as guickly as the written sentence came out of 
my hand. I received a comforting message signed by 
D. Amélia Hartley Antunes Maciel, the Baroness of 
Trés Serros, who was my mothers childhood 
companion. She advised me to improve my 


mediumship to cooperate in the evangelization of the 


people. Yes, yes, I will obey is 


October 24th ~ I sought out confrere Rr. Augusto 
Ramos, of the "Vicente de Paulo" Board of Directors, 
in Ponta do Caju, and told him about my plans. He 
encouraged me. It was a valuable spiritual 
understanding. I want to serve, to serve. 


October 23th ~ I gathered several brothers and 
sisters at the ‘Center’ for a lively conversation about 
moral disasters. The press is full of sad cases. Suicides, 
murders. We commented on the imperative of 
apostolic mediumship. That's a lot of suffering born of 
ignorance! God of Infinite Goodness, | will give my 
life to the enlightenment of my brothers and sisters in 


Humanity! 


October 26th- Today, I met My. Leopoldo Cirne, and 
his dear wife, at their home. They were friends of Mrs. 
Amélia. We prayed. The Baroness communicated, 
urging me to do my duty. She invited me to study 
seriously. My. Cirne spoke to me kindly about the 


need for discernment. 


October 27th ~ I continue to work actively in 
psy chographv.. 


November 10th ~ The president of our spiritist house 
told me that it was important not to speed up the 


mediumistic development. 


However, I didn't agree. Ignorance and pain wait for 
messages from on High. 


Over the last six nights, | have received pages and 
pages from the Spirit who made himself known as 
Philon, from Athens, disincarnated in ancient 
Greece. He told me that I have a great mission to 


fulfill... 


December 2nd ~ So many people talk to me about 
studying that Ive stopped attending the "Center. | 
need to work, work. Philon is writing for four hours a 
day through me. He's preparing two books through 
my faculties. Yes, he's right. The world is anxiously 
awaiting evidence of the Spiritual Plan! 


January Ist ~ I entered the New Year by 
psy chographing... 


January 29th ~ I presented the fruits of my work to 
My. Leopoldo Cirne. Two books signed by the Spirit of 
Philon. A novel and a manual of evangelical 
meditations. Mr. Cirne asked me to see him next 


week. 


February Dth ~ Great disappointment! Mr. Leopoldo 
Cirne spoke frankly to me. 


He admits that | am being deceived. He recognizes 
my mediumistic gualities but asks me to study, 
saying that Philon'’s books are weak. 


He thinks it's too early for me to think about 


publishing books. 


He affirms J must mature in knowledge and 
experience to collaborate seriously with the good 
Spirits. Isaid goodbye, disappointed... 


February Oth ~ I went to Dr. Guillon Ribeiro, of the 
Brazilian Spiritist Federation, who received me 
courteously in his own home. | gave him my 


mediumistic originals, asking for his opinion. 


February 20th ~ I went back to Dr. Guillon Ribeiro. 
He gave me the messages back, referring paternally 
to the danger of mystifications and the need for 


discretion when presenting any spiritist subject. 


He declared that | have a promising mediumship, 
although it is still very green, and said | should 
prepare myself for the future. A young man standing 


next to him spoke of obsession. 


He said that the medium can be attacked, without 
realizing it, by the influence of inferior spirits, just as 


silent pests can attack the plants. | clearly understood 
that the young man considered me obsessed. What 


an offense! I left in anger. 
I'm starting to get disillusioned... 


April 4th ~ I'm heartbroken. | heard Dy. Ignacio 
Bittencourt today for the fourth time in a week. | 
already have four new books by the Spirit of Philon, 
but Mr. Bittencourt, who read them, is against them. 
He recommended studying. He gave me advice. It 
seems that the little man wants to enter my life. He 
spoke to me about intimate reform, as if | were a 


criminal undergoing regeneration... 


April Oth - I talked to Mrs. Retilia, an experienced 
medium, at Mrs. Francisca de Souza's house after a 


family meeting. 


She seemed to see me as an irresponsible man, for she 
offered me a long list of instructions, explaining that I 
must readjust myself. And she also spoke about the 
need to study... 


April 8th —Ican't take it. Any spiritist who meets me, 
instead of helping me, only talks to me about study 
and discernment, discernment and studv... 


Am | a child? I am tired of so much consideration. If 


mediumship is a service in which we must meet 


everyones demands, | wasn't born to be anyone's dog! 
All spiritists believe they have the right to warn and 
veprove mel. I'm a sensitive man..[ cant do it 


any morel.. 


It was clear that he abandoned the notebook for 


many years. 


However, right after the notes, it was written in fresh 


ink: 


September Oth, 1959 ~ Oh! Beloved Jesus, now want 
to embrace the light of mediumship that I abandoned 
more than thirty years ago! 


I want to fulfill my task, Lord! Forgive me for wasting 
time. Give me some more time... | need more time, 
Master! Help me! Raise my strength! promise to serve 


the truth for the rest of my lifel.. 


But Alfredo Licio's organic vehicle had not been 
able to wait for the concession, for after our guick 
reading, we barely had time to help him get out of the 
body, whose congested eyes closed heavily in the 
sleep of death. 


18 — The Banana Peel 


Secundino would be reborn among men to help 
helpless children, and for this purpose, they would 
organize a high mission for him on the Spiritual 


Plane. 


He would have some fortune, the fortune would 
produce work, the work would bring money, and it 
would provide him with resources to feed, clothe, and 
educate two thousand children without shelter. 


Lizel, the disincarnate instructor who would follow 
him among men, would Bive him the 


necessary supply of inspiration in due course. 


They would be together, and Secundino, in his 
earthly body, would assimilate the ideas that his 


mentor would blow on him. 
The experience thus began promising] v.. 


From childhood to youth, the worker seemed 
armored against the disease. Extravagant, he would 
come down from his father's farm, sweating, on a 
vigorous horse, diving into the ice cream without any 
organic shock, and eating rotten fruit as if he had a 
stomach of invincible resistance. 


He had Lizel's affection in every aspect of the 
struggle, and very soon, he had contact with his 


spiritual friend, who not only appeared to him in his 
dreams but also through the mediums with whom he 


was in tune. 


The benefactor spoke to him about lost children, 
asked for protection for aimless ones, and indirectly 
asked him to pay attention to the news about the 
homeless little ones. 


And Lizel did so much that Secundino planned the 


relevant commitment. 
Yes, he would be the protector of helpless children... 


Meanwhile, considering the needs of the service, he 
asked for money in prayey. 


And the money came in abundance... 


Under the influence of Lizel's providential love, he 
felt bathed in waves of good fortune... 


He exploited the sale of manganese and made 
money, traded real estate and attracted money, 
bought a farm and gained money, planted coffee, and 


made more money... 
But the moral battle began. 


Lizel spoke of children, and Secundino spoke of gold. 


~ | will protect the unfortunate child, ~ he said with 
conviction, ~ but first, ] must support myself, secure 


the family, ensure tranguility, and find cover. 


Married, he organized a fortune for his wife and 
father, amassed a fortune for his children and father- 
in-law, amassed wealth for his daughters-in-law and 
sons~in-law, as a grandfather, acquired property for 
his grandchildren... 


As he was too late to accomplish his commitments, 
the Higher Sphere handed him over to his fate. 


Only Lizel followed him, generous. And he did so 


feeling devastated by moral suffering, signaling his 


frustration. 


Secundino had become addicted to the great bids for 
immediate advantage and had frankly shackled 
himself to the idea of profit at any price. 


He remembered his old projects as dreams of his 


youth... 


Nothing of assistance for abandoned minors; that was 
a job for governments... 


He wanted money, he breathed money, he thought of 
new incomes, and his head was full of figures. 


Lizel, despite this, was still with him.. 


He was anguished for Secundino to think again of the 


children without anyone... 
He longed to see the ideal of another era again... 


Everything would be different if the poor fellow 
woke up to the blessings of the spirit. 


However, the unexpected happened. 


As Secundino left his brightly lit cay to study the milk 
monopoly, he didn't notice a tiny banana peel lying 
on the ground. 


Lizel points out the danger but pleads in vain for the 
help of other spiritual friends. 


The wealthy businessman steps on the improvised 
skate, losing balance in a round fall. 


The head of the femur is fractured, and he goes to the 
hospital; however, a tired heart does not respond to 


the treatment requirements. 


Cardiopathy, phlebitis, thrombosis, and finally, 


uremia appeav... 


In his luxurious bed, the frustrated missionary now 
thinks of the little children who were thrown away, 
experiencing the sadness of the beginning... He cries. 
He wants to live longer on Earth to realize his great 


plan. He appeals to God and Lizel, on the verge of 
death... 


His instructor, noticing his pure feelings, cries too, 
overwhelmed with joy... However, he could only say 


to him: 


~ My friend! My friend... Let's thank the Lord and the 
banana peel for the happiness of rebalancing... His 
ideal has returned intact, but now it's too late... Let's 


hope the cradle is right for you... 


19-GCG. 


As a Spirit, we were enchanted by a certain group of 
incarnate companions who, often got together to 
discuss the lofty subjects of Spiritism. 


Leandro, Jonas, and Samuel seemed to be three 
apostles of the Great Cause. For over fifty months, | 
met them, every week, in a pleasant téte-a-téte, 
writing down Humanity's problems. 


They were valuable notes in the margins of the 
Gospel, sublime memories about Christ, sensible 
observations about the sensitives they visited, high 
social issues, news of mediumship coming back to 
them from the home environment, and impressions of 
contact with Spirits through the dreams they happily 


vecounted... 


I felt so much sympathy for the three of them that I 
didnt hesitate to point them out to my friend 
Cantidio dos Santos, a fearless messenger of light 
between our poor dwelling, as companions of 
incarnate men, and the Higher Sphere. 


Wouldnt it be fair to take advantage of those skilled 
individuals? Who could have foreseen the extent of 
the precious harvest that could emerge from such a 
group? 


Cantidius listened attentively and promised to act. 


That's how he managed to locate the three friends 
one evening in a spiritist temple, and, at the 
appointed time, he appeared there with Lismundo, a 
respectable advisor who had come to test their 


decision. 


Mastering the mediumistic instrument, the emissary, 
with a grave aspect tempered by a high dose of 
understanding, began the message we had ordered, 
explaining the magnitude of Spiritist service, which 
he classified as a privilege the Lord grants to 
creatures matured in the idea of good. Soon after, he 
went straight into the objective, inviting the present 
incarnates to the activity. 


Why shouldn't they embrace edifying commitments 
in the renascent Christianity? Didnt they feel 
honored by the truth? 


Jonas, Samuel, and Leandro spoke brilliantly about 


their convictions. 


Because the instructor encouraged them to present 
their points of view, they spoke at length about the 
readings they had done. 


They extolled the principles of Allan Kardec, praised 
the pages of Denis, the research of Crookes and 


Aksakof, and analyzed the conclusions of Bozzano 
and Geley with remarkable mastery. 


After two hours, during which they happily poured 
themselves into luminous and stupefying words, 
Lismundo patiently reminded them of the need for 
work that would carry their treasures in the direction 
of others. 


It was necessary to heal sick hearts and raise fallen 


soul S... 


The benefactor attacked the new argument, stressing 
the opportunity of a grouping aimed at sowing the 
seeds of light. A house of instruction and consolation, 
where those who needed guidance and hope could 
find moral support. An institute where the spiritist 
idea, through the noble book, could spread renewal 
and comfort. 


The listeners, however, as_ if surprised by an 
unexpected shower, looked at each other, stunned. 


Leandyo said he was overwhelmed by trials. Samuel 
affirmed to be crushed by family struggles. Jonas said 
he was incapable of greater responsibilities. 


And, while they became monosyllabic, the 
ambassador pointed out various sectors of apostolic 


movement. 


Spiritist shrines for evangelization, mediumistic 
devotions of this or that kind, various schools, 
hospitals, day-care centers, nurseries, and charity 
campaigns were listed by the instructor, for more 
than sixty minutes, devoted to warning and fraternal 
tenderness. 


The trio, however, were undeterred. 


They claimed lack of time, the world's 
incomprehension, the imperfection of the soul, 
persecution from the spirits, physical impediments, 
and family martyrdom. 


When the detailed and repeated invitations were 
already imprudent, Lismundo said goodbye. 


And, back with us, he calmed my disappointment, 
explaining kindly: 


~ Dont worry. We are in front of companions 
affiliated with the GCG. ;experience, however, is the 
teacher of all... master of all... We'll come back later. 


That said, he returned to his residence in the Higher 


Life. 
Intrigued, I asked the friend who was waiting for me: 


~GGC, what is that? 


Cantidio replied, smiling: 


~ GGC. stands for Group of Good Conversation, 
understand? 


Even though I was agonized, I couldn't hide my open 
laughter. 


Then, we instinctively turned our attention to our 
surroundings, andthe three friends were again 
engaged in a heated conversation, commenting on 
the counselors message in a chiding manner, as if the 


word “responsibility ” didn't exist. 


20 ~- United Religions 


We were commenting on the desirability of religions 
coming together for the sake of world concord when 
my friend Tertuliano da Cunha, disincarnate in Paya, 
spoke in a breezy and sententious way: 


~ People, we need to think about this carefully. A 
religious idea is a stepping stone to the truth, and 
discernment varies from head to head. You extoll the 
excellence of a broad initiative, in which multiple 
temples are called upon to integrate into a single 
activity plan; but isn't it too soon for such a 


commitment? 


As the guestion wandered through the air, the 
experienced countryman blinked, smiled 


mischievously, and added: 


~ This reminds me of a curious tale told to me by an 


old Indian on one of my excursions in the Xingu. 
He said: 


An Amazonian legend tells that a jaguar once 
appeared in the jungle, very good-looking and 
immensely transformed. The jaguar, who loved 
cunning and violence when running against 
defenseless animals, hid its blood-stained claws and 
said that it aimed at bringing all the animals 


together on the road to peace. Finally, it declared 
that it had understood that God is the Father of all 
creatures and that it would be advisable for all to 
worship Him in a single word of love. It confessed its 
mistakes. It recognized that it had abused _ its 


intelligence and strength. 


It had aroused the terror and distrust of all its 
companions when it was his just desire to win their 


sympathy and veneration. 
But it was converted to higher principles. 


It wanted to revere the Supreme Lord, who had lit the 
sun, distributed the water, and created the trees and 
the groves, animated by different intentions. To this 
end, it invited her brothers and sisters to unity. 


Now, they could all live in perpetual harmony, for 
having repented of the crimes it had committed, it 
aspired only to honor the unigue faith. It would 
renounce the program of war and domination. It 
would no longer persecute or revile anyone. It simply 
wanted to establish a new order in the forest, leading 
everyone to revere God and honor brotherhood. 


Solemnizing the event, the family of the green 
labyrinth would gather in a large cave to show their 
praise for Divine Providence. Monkeys and deer, 
hares and pacas, toucans and herons, ducks, and frogs, 


who all prayed in their own way, listened to the noble 
appeal but doubted the sincerity of such a lofty 
speech. However, snakes, foxes, spiders, and vultures 
appeared, unconditional friends of the cunning felid, 
joining it in its brilliant project. And such were their 
arguments that the humbler animals were moved, 
finally agreeing that it was right to accept the 
proposal made in the name of the Highest Father. 


On the day of the relevant assembly, everyone went 
to the chosen location and suddenly transfigured into 
a sanctuary of flowers. When the ceremony was 
halfway through, with the foxes serving as 
announcers to entertain the listeners, the snakes 
made strange hisses at the quiet believers, the spiders 
wove dark webs in the holes of the den, clouding the 
atmosphere, the vultures clogged the exit door, and 
the cruel jaguar advanced on the unsuspecting prey, 
turning the gathering into a dreadful repast... 


The remaining animals were enslaved in the shade, 
for an opportune feast... 


Our friend paused for a long time and added: 


~ The union of all faiths is a divine goal for the divine 
future, but for now, the Earth is still fascinated by the 
criteria of the majority. As we can see, it is possible to 


work towards the conciliation of religious people 


from all backgrounds; however, as noted, we will 
have to face the jaguar and the jaguars friends... 


Where is the best path to the solution? 


Weall smiled in disappointment, but no one wanted 
to continue examining the subject after the words of 
the polished and judicious commentator. 


21 - Blank Purity 


When Anésio Fraga left his physical body, he, who 
had always been considered pure among men, 
veached the Frontier of the Spiritual World like a 
lily, such was the whiteness of his beautiful garment. 


I wanted to live in the Higher Spheres, breathe in the 
atmosphere of the angels, soar to the stars and the 
presence of Christ ~ he explained to the spiritual 
agent who was policing the passage to the exalted 
Planes of Spirituality. 


The zealous official, however, although showing deep 
respect for his presentation, subjected him to a test, 
after which, although disappointed, he explained 
that it would not be possible for him to advance. 


He lacked the yreguirements for further 
advancement. 


~ Me? Me? ~ stammered Anésio, distressed. - How can 
that be? On Earth, I was a man who observed all the 


rules of the Holy Way. 


~ Despite everything... - said the inspector, reticent. 


~ I'm not satisfied, I'm not satisfied! ~ complained the 
candidate for divine glory. 


And, pulling a list out of his pocket, he exclaimed in 


annoyance: 


~ Thinking of the possibility of some disregard, [have 
summarized in ten items my irreproachable behavior 
in the world. 


And he read it out to the calm and attentive 
benefactor: 


~ I vespected all religions. 

~I cultivated the gift of prayer. 

~ | believed in the power of charity. 

~ | never hated my neighbor. 

~ | always trusted in the best. 

~I shut up every offensive or disrespectful word. 
~I calculated my every step. 

~ I never looked for other peoples faults. 

~ | avoided contact with all addicted people. 


~ | lived in my house, worried about not being a 
blemish on someone else's road. 


The butler of the Great Door, however, smiled and 


commented: 


~ Fraga, you read the affirmations, forgetting the 
demonstrations. 


~ What do you mean? 


The angelic friend picked upa card and explained 
that the Spiritual Plane also had notes for comparison 
and asked him to re-read the list. 


Anésio began: 

~~ | respected all religions... 

And the examiner added, checking his notes: 
~ But you didn't do any good. 

~~ | cultivated the gift of prayer... 

~ Only for your benefit. 

~~ | believed in the power of charitv... 
~ But you didnt practice it. 

~~ | never hated my neighbor... 

~ Yet you didn't help anyone. 

~~ | always trusted in the best... 

~ But only for your benefit. 


~~ I silenced every offensive or disrespectful word... — 


~But you didn't remember to speak what could help 
those needing consolation and hope. 


~~I calculated my every step... 
~ So as not to be molested. 
~~ | never looked for my neighbor's faults... 


~ However, you didnt take advantage of their sound 
examples. 


~~ | avoided contact with all addicted people... 
~ Out of comfort. 


~~ lived at home, worried about not being a blemish 


on other peoples roads... 
~ Simply so that you did not have to help... 


Anésio, disenchanted, remained silent, but the 
benefactor clarified, without affectation: 


~ My friend, it's not enough to avoid evil. 


You ought to do good. You move, dress, wear, and 
shine in white. Your life on Earth has also passed in 


white... Come back and live! 


In anguish, Anésio lost his balance and rolled down 
from the Heights towards the Earth... 


22 ~ They Will Live 


Eleven years after the crucifixion of the Master, 
James the preacher, the son of Zebedee, was violently 
seized by Sanhedrin thugs in Jerusalem to answer an 


infamous trial. 


Snatched from his simple resting place after a 
summary order, he was in handcuffs under the 


scorching sun. 


Advancing to the foot of the great temple, in the 
same enormous plague in which Stephen had found 
extreme sacrifice, an immense crowd was hindering 


his journey. 

James was mild and mute, suffered and mocked. 
They called him a swindler, an evildoey, a thief. 
Some spit in his face and tore his clothes. 


~ “To death! To death” 


Hundreds of people shout out an unexpected 
condemnation, and Petey, who is following them from 
afar, astonished, stares at his unfortunate brother, 
humiliated. 


The former fisherman and apprentice of Jesus was 
tied to a large pole and, right there, because Herod 
had decreed his punishment, the legionaries of the 


people put him to the sword while the strange mob 


stones the spoils. 


Simon wept alone at the sight of his remains and then 
veturned to his humble refuge. 


After a few hours, the surrounding night came to 


soothe his tears. 


The house leader survey ed the immense sky, praying 


fervently from a rustic window. 
Why the storm? Why the foul infamy? 
The poor dead friend was just and loyal... 


Unable to banish the idea of revenge, Peter recalls 


the executioners in supreme revolt. 
How he wished he could hear the Master now... 
What would Jesus say about the terrible success? 


At that moment, he raised his tearful eyes and saw 
Christ appearing sweet before him. 


It was the same companion with the divine 


countenance. 
Peter kneels and cries out to Him: 


~ Lord, we are all counted among the worms of the 
world! Why is there so much misery in the mud? 


Our name is trampled underfoot, and our blood spills 


in unpunished murder... 
Fierce slander watches our step... 


And perhaps because the miserable man was 
sobbing with anguish, the Master approached him 
and said affectionately, stroking his hair: 


~ Have you forgotten, Simon? Whoever wants to 


come to Me must carry their cross... 


~ Lord! - Replied the downcast apostle tearfully, ~ | 
do not deny the cross but cry out against the wicked... 
What should we do about Joreb, the wretched 
deceiver who lied about us to enrich himself? What 
punishment will this atrocious enemy of divine truth 


veceive? 
And Jesus replied, as serene as ever: 
~ Never Curse... J oreb will live... 


~ And Amenab, Lord, what punishment will he 
receive if he has set up a dark snare, plotting our loss? 


~ Let's forget him in prayer, for poor Amenab will live 
too... 


And what about Joachim Ben Mad? Wasn't he 


perhaps the inspiration behind the crime? The 


faithless executioner who betrays everyone? With 
what horrendous affliction will he pay for his crimes? 


~ Flee from condemnation, Joachim will live... 


~ And Amos, the false Amos, what has he gained by 


selling us out? 
~ Let's forget Amos, for Amos will live... 


~ And Herod, the vile king, who condemns us to 
death, pretending not to know that we serve God? 


But Jesus, without dimming his generous eyes, simply 
explained: 


~ |vepeat to you that whoever injures before the law 
will also be injured... To those who do evil comes the 
horror of remorse.. And voracious remorse has 


enough gall to make life bitter... 


Don't ever take revenge, Peter, because the wicked 
will live, and they only must live to feel the pain of 


the cruel sentence they pass on themselves... 


Simon lowered his face, bathed in tears, but then 
raised it to ask another question... 


The Lord, however, was no longer there. 


There was only silence on the floor slab, which the 
reborn moonlight adored with light... 


29 — The Angel, The Saint, and The Sinner 


The Sinner was listening to the guidance of a Saint, 
who lived genuflecting at the door of an ancient 
temple when an Angel appeared as a man, and a 
brief conversation took place between them. 


THE ANGEL -~ Friends, God be praised! 

THE SANT ~ Praise be to God! 

THE SINNER - Praise be! 

THE ANGEL (Addressing the Saint) - I see that you 


yemain in prayey, and lam encouraged to ask you for 
fraternal support. 


THESAINT - I await the Most High in adoration, day 
and night. 


THE ANGEL - In His name, | ask for someones help 


for achild who is dying in a brothel. 

THE SAINT - I can't g0 near impure places... 

THE SINNER - I'm a poor penitent and will help you, 
SiY. 


THE ANGEL ~- Likewise now, an unfortunate 
murderer has been disembodied within the walls of 
the prison... Who will lend mea helping hand to bury 


him? 


THE SAINT - [have a horror of criminals... 
THE SINNER - Lord, have mercy on me. 
THE ANGEL ~- An unfortunate woman got drunk in 


a nearby bar. We need to remove her before 
premature death robs her of the existence's treasure. 


THE SAINT ~- High principles don't allow me to 


breathe in the atmosphere of prostitutes... 
THE SINNER - Give your orders, sir! 


Not far from here, a sad girl, abandoned by the 
companion to whom she entrusted herself, wants to 
drown herself... We must extend strong arms to her so 
that she can recover and save the little one who is 
about to be born. 


THE SAINT ~ It does not fall to me to seek out 


delinguents except to correct them. 
THE SINNER -~ Lord, determine what I should do. 


A brother of ours, addicted to theft, is planning to 
rob the home of a helpless widow this week. We 
need the help of someone who can talk him out 
of it, by advising him with love. 


THE SAINT ~ How can we get to the level of a 
thief? 


THE SINNER - Teach me how to talk to him. 


Without flinching, the Angel took the arm of the 
helpful Sinner and they both walked away, 
leaving the Saint in meditation, floundering. 
Saint in meditation, pinned to the ground. 


Years and years went by on the wheels of time, 
which had altered everything. The atrium 
looked different. The sanctuary had lost its 
original appearance and death had stripped the 
Saint of his body, macerated by sackcloth and 
fasting; though, the immaculate believer 
remained there in Spirit, in a posture of 


reverence. 


One day, when his prayer antennae became 
more intense, he saw someone coming down from 
the Heights, reaching out to him, extending his 
heart with a gentle smile. The saint recognized 
him. It was the Sinner, shining with light. 


~ What did you do to get so much glory? ~ he 
asked, astonished. 


The risen one, stroking his head, said simplu;: 


~ |have walked. 


QA4 ~ The Secret of Youth 


The handsome Angel of Justice, on the Scales of Time, 
received a small crowd of spirits newly disincarnated 
on Earth. 


They were all mature people around whom the 
Minister of the Law had to make a guick judgment as 
an introduction to the broadest analysis, just like an 
earthly magistrate who, in the initial phase of a case, 
can issue a sanitizing order. 


They were gouty, demented, frail, and haggard elder 
ones, showing signs of anguish, gathered there, 
bearing the hallmarks of the illnesses that had 
marked their bodies. 


Many elders cried like frightened children. Others 
sgueezed their hearts with stiffened right hands, 
while many stood up with immense difficulty, 
dragging themselves trembling... 


The sensations of the flesh raged within them, 
holding them back in the bitter memories they 


brought back from the world. 


When examined under the supervision of selfless 
benefactors, they showed this or that difference for 
the better; receiving an explanatory sheet for the 


start of the new tasks that awaited them on the 


Spiritual plane. 


Now, it was a psychopath regaining his lucidity; then, 
it was a hemiplegic regaining his balance... 


However, the traces of physical old age remained 
almost intact, and it would certainly need along time 
in the new life to disintegrate. 


In the last position, however, a poor woman 
approached the Angel, humble and sad. 


Her silver hairy and the wrinkles that disfigured her 
face showed her to be about eighty years of physical 


struggle. 


However, when brought to the scale, what a divine 


surprise! 


With each note, she became younger until, blessed 
by the smile of the Angelic Measurer, the strange 


woman became a beautiful girl in her twenties. 


The whole assembly vibrated with happiness at the 
unforgettable sight. 


Intrigued, I approached my old advisor and asked 
him why the unexpected metamorphosis had 


occuyy ed. 


The enlightened mentor asked for the celestial lady's 
file to help me with my ignorance, and on the light 


white sheet, | could read, amazed: 
Name ~ Leocddia Silva. 
Profession ~ Educator. 

Earthly existence ~ 701,280 hours. 
Application of Hours: 


Self-assistance service for the just guarantee in the 


field of evolution: 

1 Laborious Youth n.ucnnnnnnnmeuununnuuutntnes 175,200 
2 ~ Worthy teaching staffaneennmuununnnnmnnnnsnne 65,700 
3 = Food and hy iene ersenmnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnen 43,800 
A ~ Profitable study and religious activities. 41,900 
5 ~ Rest necessary for renewal eemumnunnnunnnnnnnnn 109,500 
Extra service, completely free of charge, in favor of 
others: 

1 ~ Devotion to those in n@e@dheemmmnnmnnnnnnne 85.100 

2 ~ Fraternal movement in aid missions...) 2.840 


5 ~ Nights of vigil in solidarity with the sick: 33,000 


A- Healthy talk in real moral support evn 94,750 
9 = Various charitable tasks. 539.490 


RK 


Total — Hours. 701,280 


~Do you understand? ~ the counselor said to me, 


smiling. 


And, faced with my unmitigated amazement, he 


concluded: 


-Those who give their own time for the benefit of 
others don't count time on their age in the sense of 
BYOwing old. Leocadia gave up all her available 
hours to help her brothers and sisters of the world. The 
days dont weigh on her shoulders like that... 


My interlocutor stepped aside to congratulate the 
heroine and gazing enraptured at the radiant 
countenance of the Sublime Messenger presiding 
over the Great meeting, I understood why the Angels 
of Divine Love reveal in themselves the supreme 


beauty of eternal youth. 


25 ~ In the Lord's Viney ard 


Installed in the modest house that would later 
become the first sanctuary of the apostles in 


Jerusalem, Simon Peter reflected... 


He remembered Jesus, around whom there was 
always blessed work to do. 


He wanted action. He longed for tasks, and so he 
prayed fervently. 


When his tears were most ardent, with which he 
begged from heaven for the grace to serve, behold, 
the Master appeared, as compassionate and serene as 
in the unforgettable days when they bathed together 
in the same light on the banks of the Tiberias... 


-Lord! - Simon implored, - I aspire to extend glorious 
blessings to you... 


Ileft the lake to follow you! You said you would make 
us fishers of souls! 


I want to testify to the divine mission of your Gospel 


of love and lightl.. 


And because the heavenly visitor was staring at him 


in silence, Peter added with tears in his voice: 


-~When will you send your service into our hands? 


The divine lips opened wide, and the apostle listened 
as Jesus became invisible again: 


~Tomorrow..tomorrow... 


The old fisherman, more encouraged, waited for the 
next day. 


Waiting for the Eternal Benefactor's command, he 
devoted himself to cleaning the house from sunrise, 


decorating the simple room with dewy roses. 


Enraptured with sweet anticipation, he prepared 
breakfast when a loud noise startled him. 


Under violent pounding, the simple door let a half- 
naked man through with a distressed face while 
outside soldiers and people roared, besieging the 


stronghold. 


The newcomer looked at Simon and begged him for 
help. 


There were tears in his eyes, and his heart was 
pounding in his chest. 


The host recognizes him. 
It's Joachaz, the evildoer. 


He was searched by the agents of order for a long 


time. 


Exasperated, Peter replied firmly: 
~Why shouldI| help you? Youre just a common thief... 


Turning a deaf ear to the plea, he summoned the 
sticks and handed over the unfortunate man, who 


was immediately in irons on his way to prison. 


Satisfied with himself, the apostle placed his hope in 
the work he would be allowed to do. Minutes later, a 


scented litter came to him with a sad woman. 


Her tired face contrasted with the costly silk she 
sought to shine. 


Peter identified hey. 


It was Julia, a beautiful Greek-~Roman woman who 


was a strange flower of pleasure in Jerusalem. 
She was sick and tired. 

She begged for medicine and a spiritual guide. 
The house owner, however, shouted resolutely: 


~Not here! Your place is in the public square, where 


everyone can throw scorn and irony in your face... 


The unfortunate woman walked away, wiping her 
eyes, as Peter pleased with himself, continued to wait 
for the days mission. 


Somewhat distressed, at dusk, he noticed someone 
knocking insistently at the door. 


He opened it in a hurry, and the swollen body of 
Jarim fell to his feet. The systematic drunk, half- 
conscious, was asking for refuge from the gang of 


cruel young men who were stoning him. 
Pedro didn't flinch. 


-~Hottie! Infamous! ~He shouted in revolt ~Don't 
offend the Master's enclosure with your vomit... 


And, almost kicking him, he expelled him without 


mercy. 


The immense night fell over the city in extreme 


dryness. 


Disappointed, as he repeated his last prayers, Simon 
was ineditating before a flickering torch when the 
beloved Master emerged from the mist... 


~ Ah! Lord! - Cried Peter, weeping ~ I've been waiting 
all day without you sending me the promised task... 


~ How not? ~ Said the Master bitterly. - Three times 
today, I have begged your cooperation without you 
listening... 


And in the face of his companion's memory with 
belated understanding, Jesus continued: 


In the morning, I sent Joachaz to you, a wretched 
brother of ours, plunged into crime so that you could 
help him renew his existence, but you sent him back 
to prison... 


After midday, I gave you Julia, a poor sister who was 
demented and ill so you could treat and enlighten 
her, but you condemned her to vilification and 


SayCcas!n... 


In the evening, I sent you Jarim, a wretched 
companion whom vice has made mad, and yet, you 


hurled him with your own feet... 


~ Lord! - Sobbed the apostle - Great is my ignorance, 
and I did not know... 


Pity me and help me with Your guidance... 


Jesus stroked his trembling head and spoke 
generously: 


~ Petey, when you want to listen to Me, remember that 
the Gospel has My word... 


Simon stretched out his arms, wanting to hold Him 
close to his heart, but the Sublime Christ was hiding 
in the shadows, escaping his affectionate caress... 


It was then that the former fisherman from 
Capernaum, staggering, reached for the notes that he 


had with himself and, as he opened them at random, 
found Verse 12 of Chapter 9 of Matthew's notes, in 


which the Master of Life convincingly asserts: 


"The healthy do not needa phy sician, but the sick.” 


26 ~ Examination of Faith 


One man who stood out from the rest, showing a 
broad understanding of brotherhood and faith, as 
great understanding, attributed the ownership of 


goods of life to God. 


He had just finished building his home and starting 
to form his family, and he associated himself 
wholeheartedly with religious endeavors as much as 
he could. 


In such initiatives, he began to teach fidelity to the 
Supreme Lord, composing admirable speeches in 
which he commented on the excellence of trusting in 


Heaven. 


~God, he said with conviction ~ God is the Creator of 
the entire Universe and, for this very reason, He is the 
Owner of Everything and of everything we are 
simply beneficiaries in His name. Souls, 
constellations, and worlds belong to Him 


everywhere. 


We receive on holy loan from His Infinite Goodness, 
the cradle in which we are born, the home that 
welcomes us, the affections of the world, comfort, and 


jOu... 


His words ignited immense fervor in his listeners, who 


began to reflect with certainty on the greatness of 
Divine Love. And so sound was his influence that the 
Lord, touched by such demonstrations of faith, sent 
some messengers to Earth to examine his real 


position. 


These instructors began to allow malice and slander 
to embitter his life. 


The hero of loyalty suffered terrible blows that 
stained his dignity, yet, he attributed all the setbacks 
along the way to indirect manifestations of Heavenly 
Goodness and ended up sincerely exclaiming: 


~My name belongs to God. May God be praised! 


The emissaries following him, observing his firmness, 
let the gratuitous persecution envelop his script; 
however, the unjustifiable hatred kindled his 
confidence. Amid clouds of suffering, the devotee 
concluded that the ideal of perfection is the fruit of 
Divine Magnanimity and affirmed, convinced: 


~Good is the work of the Lord! Praise be to the Lord! 


The mentioned teachers agreed that he should 
experience incomprehension, and the pupil of the 
faith found himself surrounded by affliction and 
ridicule, feeling torn apart and alone in his own home. 


However, recognizing that all appreciation and 
esteem must be raised essentially to the Creator, he 


asserted, in agreement: 


~All glory must be given to the Father in Heaven... 
Praise be to the Father in Heaven! 


The heavenly envoys continued in the field of 
experience, and the man of faith resisted valiantly, 
overcoming bitterness and desolation, sadness and 


need... 


Because one day he would see the presence of death 
in the person of one of his children, submissively 
obeying the Heavenly Will, the messengers of the 
Higher Sphere addressed the Sublime Father, 
through competent channels, a concise report on the 
inflexible loyalty of the believer on Earth... 


Soon afterward, they received an express order from 
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the House of the Lord to give him a large amount of 

gold as supreme proof of obedience. 


The man received the generous gift under the guise 
of a happy business deal and surrendered to the 


comfort of his new situation. 


He seemed anesthetized when he prayed and drunk 


with joy at every movement. 


After a while, the spiritual instructors brought him a 
companion in difficulty, who begged him, humiliated 


and sad: 


~My friend, I have four sick children, and Ive come to 
ask you in the name of God for some money to solve 
my problems. | hope to repay my debt in two or three 


months... 


Faced with the guestioner's silence, he repeated, 


almost in tears: 
~Touch me for the love of our Good Fathev... 


But, with undisguised astonishment, the divine 
teachers heard him say, impassive and bored: 


-I cant, I cant! My money is my hard-earned 
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patrimony. 


27 ra The Incr edulous Scribe 


Jesus was resting at the house of Igorin, the tanner, in 
the village of Dalmanuta when Joab, a scribe in 
Caesarea, set out in search of Him in the company of 


Zebedee, the father of James and John, who held Him 


in high esteem. 


As he walked along after the boat had set sail, the 
friend from the city, who had never seen the Sweet 
Nazarene, spoke of his sorrows. 


He felt sick, in supreme revolt. 


He wanted to hear the Lord's words to make sure his 


conduct was correct. 
He said he was plagued by injustice and slander. 


They exchanged spontaneous and affectionate 
impressions when Igorins home appeared in front of 
them in the distance. 


Ayound the tugurium sick people gathered, among 
them a mature and slender man screaming, 
stentorian, and who, being hurriedly put away, was 
excluded from the picture, thus defying the curiosity 
of both travelers. 


In the foyer of the poor house, Zebedee asked a 
crippled old woman who that wretched man was, and 


the old woman told him that he was an unfortunate 
madman looking for the Master. 


Just then, James and Peter suddenly appeared and 
said that Jesus intended to go away to pray in the 


mountains. 


When Joab heard this, he went into the house alone 
and found the generous Christ in a humble room, 
meditating silently. 


~ Master! -He cried, after being comforted by the first 
greetings ~ My chest is sore and my thoughts are on 
fire, humiliated as | am by atrocious insults. They 
have wounded me, Lord, blackening my name and 
stealing my bread... What should I do before the evil 
that attacks me, insolent? How should I behave in the 


face of enemies who cover me in mud? 
-Forgive them, my son! - Said the Heavenly Friend. 


-Lord, how can we forget evildoers and the 
ungrateful? 


~Always noting their sick condition. 


-Sick? What do you mean, once they persecute by 


killing? 


~They wouldn't do that if they werent insane. 


~ Master, -Joab insisted ~ it should be clear that my 
adversaries are dangerous thieves... 


-They are, therefore, more unfortunate... 


~ Unfortunate because they have luxurious houses 
and flourishing lands? 


~However, tomorrow, they will go down to the grave, 
abandoning theft to hands they don't know... 


~Yet, Lord, without any just reason, they want to 


arrest me. 


-It doesn't matter, my son, because every delinguent 
is bound within himself by the shackles of darkness. 


~Master! Master! Even so, they lurk around me in 
sinister lurks, predicting my death, all of them armed 
with murderous daggevs... 


-Forgive and pray for them. ~ Said Christ calmly ~ for 
the Eternal Law determines that justice occurs. 


Everyone who hurts will suffer the same. 

The scribe, in despair, tearfully added: 

~Lord, I am alone, stripped of everything... 

They have deceived my wife and stolen my children... 


Once people accuse me without guilt, prison awaits 
me. | have always revered the laws, keeping their 


principles, and all my pain is born from the hostile 
shadow of the infamy that surrounds me! What can | 


do, Benefactor, before the claws of the mud? 


-Son, forgive always, forget all evil, and do all good, 
for only good is a light that cannot be extinguished... 


Unable to contain the astonishment that betrayed 
him, Joab sguinted, asking his surprised friends 
outside: 


~Please tell me, where will I find Master Jesus? I want 
Jesus to hear His words! 


The reluctant scribe had the impression that he had 
heard the madman he had seen when he arrived at 
the house, and not that house, and not Christ 


Himself... 


28 - Redemption Candidate 


Integrated into the burning fluids pouring out of his 
soul, the unhappy Spirit, thirsting for oblivion in its 
body of flesh, cried out: 


~Lord, for mercy, grant me the grace to be reborn on 
the physical planet! now realize the extension of my 
debts and the enormity of my crimes! I have broken 
your Law, spreading misery and destruction! And | 
suffer, Lord, because of my negligence, the result of 
my carelessness! [ carry in my guts the hell that I lit in 


eajeell 


O' Benefactor of Eternity, lead me back to the school 
of the Earth so that I may, for a time, forget my 


hor Y endous wou nds... 


Give me canceYy, leprosy, or another illness, Lord, in 
whose blessed virulence | will purge the poison of 
guilt from my being! Incarcerate me in a paralyzed 
body in whose parched armor | can forget the past, 
regenerating my unhappy thoughts! 


Surrender me to the trials of idiocy, in which my 
vepentant Spirit is on a bed of earthly wounds, in 
whose torments my heart is numbed with despaiz! 
Make me cripple. Give me the blindness, the 
epilepsy, the tortured form, hunger, and nakedness, 


but help me to be reborn in the world with the grace 
of oblivion! 


Just then, when his tears were welling up, a kind 
Spiritual Friend appeared next to him, who told him 


kindly: 


-Calm down, my brother! Your pleas have been 
heard! 


Divine Goodness will grant you a new blessing in the 
field of men. 


But you do not need to resort to morphia, immobility, 


pemphigus, or mutilation to redeem your debts. 
The Lord tells us: “I want mercy, not sacrifice. 


You will return to the world in a welcoming cradle 
and serve Spiritism, with Jesus, as a friendly medium 
of redemption... 


You will learn that love covers our sins, and you will 
become attached to the good of all, seeking in the 


good of all the light of your good! 


Enraptured by the promise, the miserable man said, 
hopeful and unburdened: 


~Praise be to God's infinite goodness! 


Oh, yes, I will cultivate service to my neighbor in the 


concession with which Heaven graces me! 


I'll know how to use benevolence in every part of the 
struggle! I will embrace the humble and understand 
the proud to help them with love! I will tolerate 
scourging and slander without revolt. I will devote 
myself to detachment from material possessions! [ will 
breathe on Earth Heavenly Compassion to know how 
to help without reward and to understand without 
demand! Yes, I will be a medium and suffer by loving, 
as Jesus loved us... 


Taken to a large hospital for help, he was soon 
qualified for a new rebirth. 


Dipped in lace of boundless affection, he reappeared 
in a blessed and perfect body, in a simple and 
generous home that caressed him with pure joy, like 
a sanctuary that prepared him for a feast of light. 


Thus, once he had reached the age of majority, the 
candidate for the service of g00d was directed to the 
province of work, where he was to carry out the vows 


he had made. 


However, when he first encountered the blessings of 
the task, he felt doubt and irritation creep into his 
heart. Everywhere, he encountered incomprehension 
and discord, constant censure and _ suspicion... 
Frightened by the fierce struggle that was emerging, 


he once asked, in a session of the Spiritual Benefactor 
who was helping him in the Spiritist temple where his 
first hopes lay, and, as the Mentor received him, he 
made a heartfelt plea: 


~My friend, what should I do before the shadows that 


hinder my movements? 


-Forgive and help, my son ~ Replied the benevolent 


messenger. 
~What about when someone slanders me? 


~Help and forgive, so the light of understanding can 


be victorious. 


-What about mistrust? How should I act when 
people try me with harshness and sarcasm? 


-Forgive and help, waiting for time. 


-~What about the cruel people who seek me out, 
touched by wicked intentions, like an animal that 
satisfies itself in the waters of a well, stirring up the 
mud that sleeps in its bosom? 


I suffer from the mystifications that sometimes assail 
me. How do | deal with those who cloud my 
inspiration, compelling me to disenchantment? 


-Forgive and help without resting, receiving in such 
lessons of the road a just call for your humility. 


From time to time, mystification will help you to 
understand that the talents from on High do not 
belong to you, teaching you respect for Heavenly 


Goodness. 


-I feel surrounded by the demands of those who 


interpret me as an evildoer. 
How can I deal with them on the path of my faith? 
-~Always forgive and help. 


-But how should I act with the ignorant and 
ungrateful, with the foxes of cunning and the wolves 


of cruelty who want to take over my strength? 
~Help and forgive constantly. 


~Even when they don't excuse my weaknesses or help 


me solve my needs? 


~Yes, my son ~ said the benefactor ~ it is essential to 
help and forgive without rest. 


The consultant got up to say goodbye, and after the 
meeting had ended, with a fervent prayer, the 
candidate for mediumship who had asked for cancer 
and leprosy, blindness and mutilation, paralysis, and 
mutilation to make amends for his past misdeeds, left 
the house, and no one saw him again. 


20 ~ Peace Campaign 


Established in Jerusalem after Pentecost, Jesus’ 
disciples, sincerely committed to the work of the 
Gospel, began the campaigns essential to the 
achievements that the Master had entrusted to them. 
First, they had to find a place to live. 


They interspersed possibilities, gained the support of 
the cause sympathizers, sacrificed small luxuries, and 
the roof appeared simple and welcoming, where 
those in need began to receive instructions and 
comfort in the name of Christ. 


Once they established the work machine, they were 
faced with a new problem. The facilities demanded 
significant yesources. Calls for solidarity became 
active. Old coffers were opened, barrels spilled out, 
bringing the last coins, and the fraternal home was 
filled with beds and clothes, lamps and vases, huge 
tubs, and various household items. 


The children of misfortune arrived in droves. 


Obsessed people were brought in from afar, old 
people whom irresponsible descendants threw into 
the street added to the number of guests, widows 
accompanied by crying and skinny little children 
increased in number day by day, and sick with noone 
were dragged in the direction of the inn of love, when 


they werent taken there in panniers, with the marks 
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of death purpling their bloodied bodies. 


Maintenance reguirements were complicated, and 
collections were made among friends. 


Generous hearts turned out. There was no shortage of 
medicines, and tables were supplied with plenty. 


Extensive obligations urged human assistance. 


Jesus followers appealed from the rostrums, asking 
for compassionate arms that washed the sick and 
distributed the dishes. Cooperators engaged 


themselves fy ee of char 8e, and deacons were for med. 


Little children emerged in the humble home, and 
another kind of assistance appeared guickly. It was 
necessary to pile up the delicate material in which 
the newborns, like fragile birds, could find a cozy nest. 


Selfless ladies made commitments. The protective 


legion of the cradle achieved prodigies of tenderness. 


And new campaigns were emerging, imperative. 
Campaigns to take care of the land to reduce 
expenses. Campaigns to replace the parts the 
obsessed ones had broken when they were in a fit of 
vage. Campaigns for immediate help for the 
unprotected families of disincarnated companions. 
Campaigns for more milk for the little ones. 


However, if the Master's apostles found it relatively 
easy to ensure the house, they were troubled by 


disunity, which threatened them terribly. 


They were running away from the truth. Levi 
criticized the strictness of James, son of Alphaeus. 
James did not excuse Levi's tolerance. Bartholomew 
interpreted Andrew's benevolence as dissipation. 


Andrew considered Bartholomew to be addicted to 
stinginess. If John, still very young was in prayer in 
the company of sisters who had fallen into 
helplessness before prejudice, he would be an 
instrument of scandal. If Philip slept in the suburbs, 
watching over the dying who lacked family support, 
he would return to the mockery of his brothers and 


sisters, who did not penetrate the essence of his 
attitudes. 


Over time, conflicts, spite, complaints, and 
disturbances broke out. Cooperators who were 
dissatisfied with their tasks invaded the tasks of 
others, causing friction with bitter consequences, 
with the sarcasm specialists taking over, turning the 
complainants into stepping stones to their 


domination. 


Breaks and railings, here and there. Whispers and 


tiffs in the dining yooms, kitchens, plots, and scuffles. 


Arguments had soured the atmosphere in the halls. 
There was a sense of contempt on the outside, before 
the public, who closely followed the altercations and 
disagreements. 


Peter strove to maintain order but to no avail. He 
counseled serenity and prudence without any 
encouraging results. Finally, tired of the quarrels that 
affected the work and their souls, he proposed that 
they meet in prayer for the sake of peace. 


And the group started meeting once a week for this 
purpose. Despite this, however, the disputes 
continued to rage. lronies, attacks, remarks, insults... 


After six months of praying together on one night of 
anguish, Simon begged the Lord for inspiration. The 
brothers, feeling touched, saw him choking with 
tears. The faithful companion, rude at times but 
deeply affectionate, begged for the help of Divine 
Mercy. Recognizing the building of the Gospel 
compromised by constant quarrels, he begged for 
assistance, exhorted protection... 


When the ex-fisherman stopped talking, wiping his 
tear~soaked face, someone appeared there, in front of 
them, as if the wall was opened by hidden devices, to 


aman. 


In the dim light that flickered on the candle, J esus, as 


in the past, stood there, close to them... 


It was Him, the Master! Showing His lucid and 
penetrating gaze, His hair disheveled with Nazarene 
style and the indefinable melancholy on the calm 
face, He raised the hands in a blessing gesture! 


Peter groaned, indifferent to his friends, who were in 


awe: 


-Lord, take pity on us, the tormented apprentices... 
What can we do, Master, to ensure the safety of Your 
work? Forgive me if my heart is weary and unhappu! 


-Simon, ~ replied Jesus, without changing His tune — 
[ haven't forgotten to ask you to love one another... 


~Lord, - said Cephas ~ we have done all the good we 
could, according to the love You taught us. Our 
campaigns do not rest.. In Your name, we have 
helped the crippled and the unfortunate, widows and 


orphans... 


~Yes, Peter, all these campaigns cannot be 
discouraged so that the good may spread as the fruit 
of Heaven on Earth; however, we urgently need to 
attend to the peace campaign itself... 


-Lord, enlighten us, for pitys sake! What is this 
campaign? 


Jesus, divinely materialized, turned His piercing gaze 
on the tiny assembly and pondered sadly: 


~Balance is born of the fraternal union, and the 
fraternal union does not appear apart from the 


respect we owe one another... 
f 
No one reaps what they dont sow... 


We will achieve the harvest of service by combining 
our arms in the action that is our duty; we will 
conguer diligence by applying our eyes to the duty 
we must fulfill; we will accomplish vigilance by 
carefully using our ears; however, for harmony to 
yemain between us, we must think and speak about 
our neighbor, as we wish them to think and talk about 


us. 
And before the deep silence, the Master concluded: 


~Brothers, out of love for the weak and the afflicted, 
the disinherited and the sad of the Earth, who are 
waiting for us in the light of the Kingdom of God, let 
us carry out the campaign of peace, beginning with 
the charity of the tongue. 


350 ~ Decision in the Dark 
ORGANIZER OF OBSESSIONS ~ Deay friends, our 


intricate problem today is Spiritism. 


Renewing teachings everywhere; bright horizons in 


the human mind... 
A DARK OBSERVER - That's right. A great shame! 
ORGANIZER OF OBSESSIONS ~ Spiritists create an 


atmosphere like Christ's time. They don't conform to 
the expectant faith of the shrines. There is no way to 
isolate them in inactive prayers. No matter how we 
suggest enchantments with melodies and scents, 
rituals and panels, the more they move away from 
magnetic seductions, throwing themselves into the 


exercise of good. 


Instead of mystical chests, they prefer bricks for 
charitable houses. Instead of kneeling, they walk... 
They exchange perfumed ointments for unpleasant 
sweat if they can serve others. It's the same as in Jesus’ 
time when they held caravans to help the 
unfortunate wherever they were. You know that all 
this is to our detriment since we need mans energies, 
as man needs the resources of the ox. (The genius of 
the shadows winked.) It is essential to find a way to 
crush, to destroy them... 


AN EXALTED OBSESSOR ~ We need to declare war, 


provoke from room to room... 


ORGANIZER OF OBSESSIONS - Nonsense! 
Persecution is for the benefit of the persecuted. It 
should only be done in our own family when we want 
to wake up a companion and make it more 
advantageous... 


A VIOLENT OBSESSOR ~ We could exterminate 
them all... Disasters, poisoning... A motorized vehicle 
is the death of Galoshes; a badly dosed medication 
can sponsor disincarnating due to carelessness... 


OBSESSION ORGANIZER ~- Death like that can't 
solve anything, (He smiled breezily.) You know that 
since Jesus crucifixion, public victims arent worth it. 
Victims are propaganda for the ideas they represent. 


What good would it do to remove these people's 
bodies? 


They would swell the ranks of those who fight us. We 


need to invent different annulment forms. 


AN EVIL DOER RECRUIT ~ It would be great if we 
formed phalanxes and phalanxes of obsessors 
capable of invading Spiritist homes and institutions, 


generating mass madness. 


ORGANIZER OF OBSESSIONS — A 
counterproductive measure. Multiplied disturbances 
would induce Spiritists to study and observe the 


principles they embrace more extensively... 


And you are not unaware that Spiritism, the more it 
is observed, the more enlightenment it gives the 


thought... 


Of course, light does not allow us to serve the 


shadow... 


A CONFUSIONIST OBSESSOR - It will be possible to 


devise new tricks, new mystifications... 


OBSESSOR ORGANIZER ~ Nonsense! That would 


bring more study... 


AN OLD EVILDOER- Slander and discord, criticism, 


and ridicule have never been used in vain... 


ORGANIZER OF OBSESSORS ~ All this is an 
outdated technigue. The people themselves want an 
income from good works. Every reviled person easily 
overcomes these scams, if they talk and work... 


A DOUBTS' PRODUCER OBSESSOR ~ The best 
measure would surely be doubt. The highest 
celebrations fall through uncertainty, like mighty 
trees, when choked by bird grass... 


Let's try to slow down the Spiritists by instilling doubt 
in their faith.. All it takes is a little more work in our 
organizations, and they will distrust Divine 
Providence and the immortality of the soul, putting 
an end to mediumship and shelving the doctrines 
preached by themselves... 


ORGANIZER OF OBSESSIONS ~ The idea is 
interesting, but it would backfire. 


It would be left those with an unbreakable spirit who, 
stimulated by doubt, would decide to the realms of 
reality and, when they came to their senses, after 
having broader visions of life, would attract 
multitudes against our efforts. 


AN EXPERIENCED VAMPIRIZER ~ I have a project 
that seems feasible to me. It would be easy to train a 
few thousand companions to hypnosis on a large 
scale, and well make the Spiritists believe 
themselves to be flesh and blood saints. Well 
mobilize legions of our friends who will blow flattery 
into their hearts, occupying their mediumship, 
whether in the spoken or written word, to sustain 
mutual praise. Well make them think they re heroes 
and kings, mystics and noblemen reincarnated with 
honorary titles, guaranteed from the higher worlds, 
just as the blessed of ancient times thought they 


owned captive seats in the kingdom of heaven. 


After this first phase, they will be willing to be nice to 
live in holy peace with everyone. [hey will no longer 
embrace problems; they will consider analy SiS 
unnecessary; they will not appreciate losing the 
company of the disincarnate or incarnate who flatter 
them; instead of tiring themselves out in the service of 
others, they will immerse their existence in 
meditation on a spring mattress, waiting for the 
angels to lend them wings for their ascent to the 
Happy Spaces; theyll use silence so the truth doesn't 
bother them, and theyll take advantage of the word 


when it comes to gilding a lie that favors them. 


Each of them will thus live enthroned in the tiny 
court of the worshippers who maintain their illusions. 
They will place earthly considerations far above 
their spiritual assets so as not to hurt the clagque of 
friends who incense them; they will loathe grief and 
annoyances; they will want nothing with 
discernment and reasoning; they will say that evil 
will be erased by God's goodness, and will not 
yvemember that God is waiting for them so that good 
triumph over evil, stretching out in inoperative 
meditations about the millennia to come; they will 
flee from the world so as not to lose their immaculate 
garments; they will reject any undertaking that aims 
to move spiritualist ideas into the world’s squares, so 
as not to suffer misunderstanding and wear and teav.. 


In short, some religions have saints made of stone or 
plaster, but with hypnosis at the base of action, we 
will finish by improvising flesh and blood saints on 
the outside, even though they remain men and 


women on the inside. 


I believe that, in this way, if they are concerned with 
preserving the posture and mask of the saints, they 
will not have any time for the interests of the spirit... 


OBSESSOR ORGANIZER ~— Excellent! Great! (The 
Chief showed a broad smile of satisfaction.) Finally! 
Finally!.. Get to work... 


THOUSANDS OF EVILDOERS AND OBSESSORS — 
Welldonel Very welll 


31 — Maternal Album 


And we gleaned some topics from the album full of 
photos, which rested on Mrs. Silvéria Lima's dressing 
table, as we read tenderly the story of the son she 
wrote it herself. 


1941 — October 16th — My son was born on the [2th. I 


feel different. What a joy! How can we explain the 
mystery of motherhood? My God, my God... | am 
transformed and joyfull.. 


October ~ 18 — My son was named Mauricio. At six 
days old, he feels like a treasure from Heaven in my 


ar msl... 


October — 20 - I recommended that Jorge bring a 
more delicate and larger crib today. The boy is too 
beautiful to sleep on the wooden bed we made for 
him. Strange thingl... Jorge, since he married me, he 
hasnt complained. Now, he says that Im 
exaggerating. He considered that we should think 
about the less happy children. He pointed out cases 
of boys sleeping in sewers, but what do we have with 
boys in sewers? Charity! Charity is when each person 
assumes the performance of their own obligations. 


My husband is getting stingy. That's the truth... 
1942 ~ November I1- Mauricinho fell ill. [feel like I'm 


going mad... I've been to six doctors. 


1943 ~ December 15 ~- The pediatrician advised me to 


stop breastfeeding and ordered Mauricinho to give 
up his pacifier. He repeated his instructions and 
solemnly announced that the child's education 
should begin as early as possible. That's a good one! I 
am Mauricinhos mother and Mauricinho is my son. 
What does the doctor have to do? I breastfeed my son 


and give him his pacifier if he wants it. 


1944 ~ March 13 ~ Mauricinho, uneasy, lightly 


scratched his nanny s face with his fingernails. 
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Silly child's play. Jorge, however, was annoyed with 
me for not scolding him. He tried to explain 


reincarnation to me. 


He assured me that a child is a Spirit who has already 
lived in other existences, almost always taking on a 
new body to make amends for previous sins, and said 
that parents are responsible before God for guiding 
their children, as their children (poor Jorge's words) 
are companions from past lives who come back to us, 
awaiting correction and renewal.. | wanted to laugh 
in his face. 


Before marriage, Jorge was already involved with 
Spiritists.. Reincarnation! Who believes in it? 
Rubbish... He arrives at a nervous moment; the child 


cries, and it's fair to beat it, simply for that reason. 


1946 ~ March 15 ~ Jorge admonished me sternly. He 


sounded like my grandfather, trying to scold me. 


He declared that | wasn't doing the right thing. He 
accused me. He treated me as if I were irresponsible. 
You get the impression that he's an enemy of his own 


soni. 


He complained about me by saying I'm letting 
Mauricio grow up like a little monster (what a 
horrible word)), just because yesterday the boy 
poured kerosene on the neighbor's dog and set it on 
fire... It was an intractable and filthy dog. 


I'm certainly not happy about that, but I'm a mother. 
My son is an angel, and he didn‘ do it consciously. 
Perhaps he thought the fire would get rid of the dog's 
filth. 


1948 - April 9 ~ Mauricio crises. He broke windows 


and plates, threw a tantrum, and threw a glass into 
the cook's eyes, who was slightly bruised and taken to 
hospital. 


Jorge wanted to punish the boy. I didn't let him. We 
argued. I cried a lot. Im unhappy. 


1950 ~ September 5 ~ Mauricio's teacher came to 
complain. 


A neurasthenic sir. She invented absences and more 
absences to incriminate the poor boy. She said she 
couldnt keep him with the students any longer. 
Cheeky woman! She painted my son as the devil. I 
taught her that the door to the street is the door to the 
house. Never mind! Shell be a mother too. Let her 
beat her children. 


1952 - May 10 ~ Mauricio has been expelled from 


three schools. Chased by bad luck, my innocent boy! 
Jorge says he's tired and disillusioned. He's even 
talked about a boarding school...My God, can my son 
only find love and refuge with me? So sweet, so good! 
I'd rather get divorced than allow Jorge to carry out 
any idea of punishment, which | can't understand... 
My son will be a man without complexes, 
independent, without restrictions... want Mauricio to 
be happy, happv... 


1956 ~ My husband wants to employ our son in a 
furniture factory. Madness! He believes that 
Mauricio needs to work under discipline. What a 
plan! My son with a boss... 


That would have been the last straw!.. We have 
enough to guarantee him peace and freedom. 


1957 - January 14 ~ Jorge is ill. The doctor has asked 


us to avoid any discomfort or shocks. He told me 


discreetly that my husband has heart failure and 


hypertension. 


Since last year, Jorge has been sad and upset by the 
slanders that appear against our little son. Friends 
have fantasized that Mauricio, instead of school, lives 
on the streets with vagrants. [hey even went so far as 
to claim that my son has been seen stealing and even 
more... They said he uses marijuana in suspicious 
houses. My poor son! Asan only child, Mauricio needs 
an environment to study, and if he comes to sleep in 
the early hours of the morning, it's because he needs 
the help of his classmates in the various residences 
where they gather with their books. 


1958 ~ October 6 ~ Jorge got angry because | 
demanded that he buy Mauricio a cay as a birthday 
present. He fought, cursed, but gave in... 


1959 ~ June 15 - I'm desperate. Jorge was buried 
yesterday. He died anguished before the violence 
from the police officer who ordered Mauricinho to 
prove that he wasn't selling marijuana. Tomorrow, I'll 
send a lawyer to the district. If necessary, I'll sue the 
truculent boss... No one will ruin the name of my son, 


who is a saint... Oh, my God, how mothers suffer! 


1960 ~ August 2 — Two women, trying to get money 
from me. They said that my son stole their jewelry. 


Old women and scoundrels. Mauricio would never 
fall to sucha level.| give him plenty of pocket money. 


I've expelled the blackmailers, and if they return, 
they will face the necessary consequences. 


1901 ~ February 22 ~ I never thought our old friend 


Noel would come to this... 


Blaming my son! Always the same argument... 
Mauricio on marijuana. Mauricio on theft! Now it's 
one of my husbands oldest companions whos 
denouncing my son as in an alleged crime of 
embezzlement, telling me, in a well-crafted farce, 
that Mauricio forged his handwriting on a check, 
stealing three hundred cruzeiros... 


All persecution and lies. I've already heard that Noel 
is lapsing. A usurer on his way to the madhouse. That's 
the truth... im a mother! won't allow my son to suffer. 
I've never allowed anyone to raise a voice against 
him.. Mauricio was born free, he's free, does what he 
wants, and is nobody's slave. I'm disgusted, disgusted... 


That was the end of Mrs. Silvéria's confidences, whose 
body lay there, inert and bloodied, before us, the 
disembodied friends, who had been called to assist 
her. She had just been murdered by hey own son, who 
was obsessed and hungry for inheritance. 


While we were sorting the last notes from the unique 
album, Mauricio, in the adj oining room, was phoning 


the police, having skillfully set up the suicide thesis. 


32 ~ The Perfect Group 


The Spirit of Julio Marques led the small group with 
discretion and kindness. 


He was a patient leader of the small flock of Spiritist- 
Christian companions. Twice a week, embodied in 
the medium Mrs. Maria Paula, he guided his friends 
in their evangelical activities. 


He had tenderness combined with experience and 
firmness with self-denial. Conflicts and moral 
difficulties echoed in him in a particular way, 
drawing from him enlightened words of benevolence 
and love slipping into the wounds of others like a 
balm of hope. 


On one of the evenings, when we shared his 
responsibilities as a faded rearguard worker, we 


noticed a young woman in the audience. 


It was Mrs. Clara, an intelligent and distinguished 
lady. She showed her thoughts in spontaneous 
conversation. Dissatisfied. Inquisitive. 


As soon as she noticed Maygues ending his edify ing 
comment, she asked him a question point-blank: 


~ Brother Julio, can I ask you for some guidance? 


He replied humbly: 


~ Im too handicapped for that; however, I'm in this 


house to serve... 
And the understanding continued: 


~ | want to form a Spiritist group, according to my 


ideal... Can I think about it? 


~ Without a doubt. We are all called to the Lord's 


wor k.. 


~ But Brother Julio, | want to organize a circle of 
elevated and sincere people who only consider 
virtue practiced, only virtue practiced! 


~ A great purpose! 


~ An institution where people can socialize with a 
rigorous sense of intimate purity.. No selfishness, 
irritation, misunderstanding, strife... 


~ Yes, my child... 


~ A guild in which all members vibrate to the 
standard of the Gospel... Simple and immaculate who 
do not find any obstacle to the harmony of 
coexistence .. True apostles of good.. Are you 
listening to me? 


~ Yes, child, 8O On... 


~ I long for a community dedicated to spiritist 
achievements without the slightest disturbance. The 
mediums will be crystalline mental mirrors, 
portraying the words from on High, like transparent 
lakes reflecting the sun. The directors will govern the 
tasks of exquisite souls, capable of all sacrifices for 
the cause of truth, and the cooperators, correct and 
conscientious, will be part of a team that is 
unconditionally attuned to the principles of our 


Doctrine of Light... 
~Asublime plan! 


~ The atmosphere will be reminiscent of a living 
fountain of peace and wisdom where the righteous 
disincarnates will feel at ease to give people the 
teachings of the Higher Spheres, with the security of 


those who use irreproachable instruments... 
~ Yes, yes... 


~ I aspire to create a whole that does not know 
imperfections and weaknesses, problems and 


friction... 
~ May God hear us... 


~ Within the walls of the organization I propose to 
build, there will be no room for malice or 
discouragement... All will be tranguility and jov.. 


No room for discord. 
~ May the Lord sustain us... 


~ A temple based on cooperators who will never 
descend from their nobility to offer a permanent 
spectacle of Heaven on Earth for the exaltation of 


charity... 
~ Yes, yes... 


Observing that her spiritual friend didn't deviate 
from the short concepts without stating open 


opinions, Mrs. Clara added: 

~Can | count on you? 

~ Daughter, I don't think Im gualified.. 
~ Oh, come on! Why is that? 


~I'm tooimperfect a spirit... Im still too attached to the 


Earth. 


' e e 
~ But weve received so many teachings from you! 


~ These teachings don't belong to me, they come from 
mentors who take pity on my insufficiency... They 
sprout in my words like a flower emerging from a 


CY. acked vase. 


Don't confuse the seed, which is divine, with the 


earth, which is sometimes just mud... 


~ So, Brother Julio, you still have struggles to 


Over come? 


~ You would be admired, my child. I have a wife who 
is still a widow in painful old age, a son in a mental 
institution, an obsessed son-in-law, and two 


grandchildren in a house of correction... 


Yesterday, my daughter-in-law made two suicide 
attempts, due to the deprivation and provocation she 
is under. I need to take care of those the Lord has 
given me... My past debts are intertwined with theirs. 


That's why there are times when I feel tired and sad... 
I find myself daily needing to pray and work to 
restore my spirits.. As you can see, although I'm 
disincarnate, I suffer setbacks and disenchantments 
that don't always make me the desirable companion... 


~ Oh! Is that so? 
zs Why not, child? Were all evolving, and learning... 


Mrs. Claya reflected for a moment and then returned 
to the task at hand: 


~ But, somewhere, there will surely be an impeccable 
association... Brother Julio, do you know of any team 
that is as flawless as I want it to be? And if you do, 


where is it? 


The friendly Spirit, fully in control of the medium, 
thought for a moment too, and answered with the 


5 f 
purest naivety I've seen so far: 


~ Yes, my child, such a perfect group must exist... It 
must certainly be the group of Our Lord Jesus Christ. 


